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T-0 13 
GRACE the DUKE 
= O 
QUEENSBERRY and DOVER, 
Marquis /of Beverly, &c. 


My LoRp, 
HAVE long lain under the greateſt Obligations 
to your Grace's Family, and nothing has been more 
in my Wiſhes, than that I might be able to diſcharge 
{ome part, at leaſt, of ſo large a Debt. But your 
Noble Birth and Fortune, the Power, Number, and 
Goodneſs of thoſe Friends You have already, have 
placed You in ſuch an Independency on the reſt of the 
World, that the ſervices | am able to render to Your 
(race can never be advantageous, I am ſure not neceſ- 
iary, to You in any part of Your Life. However, the 
next piece of Gratitude, andthe only one I am capable 
ot, is the Acknowledgment of what I owe: And as 
this is the moſt public, and indeed the only way I have 
of doingit, Your Grace will pardon me if I take this 
Opportunity to let the World know the Duty and Ho- 
nour I had for Your ill8a&trious Father. It is, I muſt 
confels, a very tender Point to touch upon; and at the 
frtt fight may ſeem an ill-choſen Compliment, to renew 
tne Memory of ſuch a Loſs, eſpecially to a Diſpoſition 
io ſweet and, gentle, and to a Heart fo ſenſible of filial 
Piety as Your Grace's has been, even from your earlieſt 
Childhood, But perhaps this is one of thoſe Griefs by 
which the Heait may be made better; and if the Re- 
membrance of bis Leath brings Heavinels along with 
1 | "bs 


(4) 

: it, the Honour that is paid to his Memory by all good 

0 Men, ſhall wipe away thoſe Tears, and the Example 
14 of his Life ſet before Your Eyes, ſhall be of the greateſt - 
4 Advantage to Your Grace in the Conduct and future | 
N Diſpoſition of your own. | 5 
5 In a Character fo amiable as that of the Duke of 
.QUEENSBERRY was, there can be no Part ſo proper 
1 to begin with, as that which was in him, and is in all 
i good Men, the Foundation of all other Virtues, either 
Religious or Civil, I mean Good-nature : Good- nature 
which is Friendſhip between Man and Man, Good- 
breeding in Courts, Charity in Religion, and the true 
Spring of all Beneficence in general. Ihis was a Quality 
he poſleſs'd in as great a meaſure as any Gentleman [ever 
had the Honour to know. It was this natural Sweet- 
reſs of Temper, ,which made him the beſt Man 1n the 
World to live with, in any kind of relafion. It was 
this made him a good Maſter to his Servants, a good 
Friend to his Friends, and the tendereft Father to his 
Children. For the laft, I can have no better Voucher 
than Your Grace; and for the reſt, I may appeal to 
all that have had the Honour to konw him. There 
was a Spirit arid Pleaſure in his Converſation, which 
always enliven'd the Company he was in; which, toge- 
ther with a certain Eaſineſs and Frankneſs in his Ditpo- 
ſition, that did not at all Derogate from the Dignity of 
his Birth and Character, rendered him infinitely agreea- 
ble. And as no Man had a more delicate Taſte of 
natural Wit, his Convetſations always abounded in 


Good-humour. | | | V 

For thole Parts of his Character which related to th 
che Public, as he was a Nobleman of the firſt Rank, di 
and a Miniſter of State, they will be beſt known by VI 
the great Employments he paſt throtgh ; all which he w] 
diſcharged worthily as to himſelf, juſtly as te the Prin- Re 
ces who employed him, and advantageouſly fer his | th; 
Country. There is no occaſion to enumerate his ſeve= #| ted 
ral Employments, as Secretary of State, for Scotland in | ha 
particular, for Britain in general, or Lord High Com- | by 
miſſioner of Scorland ; which laſt Office he bore more be 
than once; but at no time more honourably, and (as do 


I hope) 


I'tope) more happily, both for the preſent Age, and 
for Pofterity, than when he laid the Foundation for the 
Britiſh Union- The Conſtancy and Addreſs which he 
manifeſted on that occaſion, are ſtill freſh in every 
body's Memory; and perhaps when our Children ſhall 
reap thoſe Benefits from that Work, which ſome Peo- 
ple do got foreſee and hope for now, they may remem- 
ber the Duke of QueensBerRy with that Gratitude, 
which ſuch a piece of Service done to his Country 
deſerves. - „ | | | 

He ſhewed upon all occaſions a ſttit and immediate - 
Attachment to the Crown, in the legal ſervice. of which 
no- Man could exert himſelf more dutifully nor more 
ſtrenuouſly : And at the ſame time no Man gave more 
bold and more generous Evidences of the Love he 
bore to his Country. Of the latter, there can be no 
better Proof than the ſhare he had in the late happy Re- 
volution; nor of the former, than that dutiful re ſpect, 
and unſhaken Fidelity, which he preſerved for her pre- 
lent Majeſty, even to his laſt Moments. | | 

With ſo many good and great Qualities it is not at all 
ſtrange that he pofleſs'd ſo large a Share, as he was 
known to. have, in the Eſteem of the Queen, and her 
immediate Predgceſſor ; nor that theſe great Princes 
ſhould repoſe the kigheſt Confidence in him: And at 
the ſame time, what a Pattern has he left behind him 
for the Nobility in general, and for Your Grace in par- 
ticular, to copy after! 

Your Grace will fergive me, if my Zeal for Tour 
Welfare and Honour (which no body has more at Heart 
than myſelf) ſnall preſs you with ſome more than or- 
dinary Warmth to the Imitation of Your noble Father's 
Virtues. You have, my-Lord, many great Advantages, 
which may encourage You to go on in purſuit of this 
Reputation. It has pleaſed GOD togive You naturally 
that Sweetneſsof Temper, which as I have before hin- 


ted, is the Foundation of all good Inclinations. You - 


have the Honour to be born, not only of the greateſt, 
but of the beft\Parents ; of a Gentleman generally 
belov'd, and generally lamented; and of a Lady a- 
dorned with all Virtues that enter into the Character of 
e a good 


| (6) 
a good Wife, and admirable Friend, and a moſt indulg- 
ent Mother. The natural Advantages of Your Mind, 


have been cultivated by the moſt proper Arts and Man- 
ners of Education. You have the Care of many noble 


Friends, and eſpecially of an excellent Uncle, to watch 


over You in the Tenderneſs of Your Youth. You ſet 
out amongſt the firſt of Mankind, and J doubt not but 
Your Virtues will be equal to the Dignity of YourRank. 

That! may live to tee Your Grace eminent for the 
Love of Your Country, for Your Service and Duty to 
"Your Prince, and in convenient Time, adorned with 
all the Honours that have been conferred upon Your 
Noble Family: That You may be diſtinguiſhed to Poſ- 
terity, as the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt Man of the Age 
You live in, is the Hear: y With, and Prayer ef, 


fs Lo m B, 
Laus Grace s moſt; Ane and 
mnt faithful, humble rant, 
N. Rowe: 


PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mr. WI IL Ks. 


O-Mighit, if you have brought your good old Taſte, 
Well treat you with a downright Englith Feaſt, 
A Tale, which told long ſince in homely wife, 
Hath never fail'd of melting gentle Eyes. 
Let no nice Sir deſpiſe eur hapleſs Dame, 
Becauſe recording Ballads chaunt her Name, 
Thoſe venerable ancient Song- Inditers 
Soar'd many a Pitch above our modern Iriters : 
They caterwaul'd-in no romantic Ditty, 


$ ighing fer Phillis's or Cloe's Pity. 
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Fuſily they drew the fair, and ſpoke her plain, 


And ſung her by her Chriſtian Name——'twas Jane. 
Our Numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, 

But what we've gain d in Verſe, we've loſt in Proſe. 
Their Words, no ſhuffling, double Meaning knew, 


Their Speech was homely, but their Hearts were true 


In ſuch an Age, immortal Shakeſpear wrote, 

By no quaint Rules, nor humpering Critics taught ;- 
With rough Majeſtic Force he mov'd the Heart, 

And Strength and Nature made amends for Art. 

Our humble Author does his Stess purſue, | 

He owns he had the mighty Bard in view ; 

And in theſe Scenes has made it more his Care” 

To rouſe the Paſſions, than ta charm the Ear. 

Yet for thoſe gentle Beaux 2vho lo ue the Chime, 


Here ave fore Su jets of @ ſafter — 

4 Nymply forſaken, and a fen i Seaain. 

IVhat muff he fears, is, let the Dames uml fromm, 
The Dames of Wit am Plazſuve ateut Trum, 

Tos ſer aui Pifure dlramun, nnlike their own. 

But leff that” Error ſhould provake to Fury 


The hſpitable Hundreds of Old Drury, 


She del'd about the charitable Pence, 

Built Floſpitals, turn'd Saint, and dy'd long fin Ince. 
Vor her Exam le; awhatſuefer: we make it, 

They have their Choice ts let alone, or take it. 
Ih few, as I conceive, will think it meet, 

To weep ſo ſorely for a Sin ſo ſweet :. 

Or meurn and mortiſy the pleaſant Senſe. 

To riſe in Tragedy two Ages hence. 


He bid me ſay, ineur Jane Shore's Defence, 5 
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DUKE of C, er, ö Mr. Cibber. 
Lord Haſtings, . Mr Booth, 


Cateſdy, Mir. Huſbands. 
Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Mr. Bowingn. 
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Bellmour, | Mir. Mills. 
Dumont, {ar Shore þ Mr. Wilks. 


Alicia, „ Mrs. Porter. 


Jane Shore, | | | Mrs. Oldfield. 


F, 


Several Lords of the Council Guards, and Attendants. 
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ACT Lk. ESC MKE 


. The TOWER. 


Enter the Duke of Glo'fter, Sir Richard Ratcliſte, 
| and Catelby. 


GLO'STER: 


"HUS far Succeſs attends upon our Counſels, 
And each Event has anſwer'd to my Wiſh; . 
The Queen and all her upſtart Race are quell'd ; 
Dorſet is baniſh'd, and her Brother Rivers 
Ere this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pomfret. 
The Nobles have with joint Concurrence nam'd me 
Protector of: the Realm; My Brother's Children, 
Young Edward and the little Yor#, are lodg'd 
Hereafe within the Tower. How ſay you, Sirs, 
Does not this Buſineſs wear a lucky Face? 
The Scepter and the golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 
| Rate, Then take em te you, 
And wear 'em long and worthily ;. you are 
The laſt remaining Male of princely York : | 
(For Edward's Boys, the State eſteems not of em,) 
And therefore on your Sov'reigntyand Rule, 
The Common-weal does her Dependance make, 
And leans upon your Highnels' able Hand. 
Cat. And yet to-morrow does the Council meet 
To fix a Day for Edward's Coronation, 


Who can expound this Riddle? | ; 
A 58 | G15. 
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Glo. That can I. 
Thoſe Lords are each one my approv'd good Friends. 
Of ſpecial Truſt and Nearneſs to my Boſom; 

And how ſoever buſy they may ſeem, 

And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
Their Zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our bidding ſtays. | 

Cat. Yet there 1s one, 

And he amongſt the foremoſt in his Pow'r, 
Of whom wiſh your Highneſs were ailur'd ;. 
For me, perhaps it is my Nature's Fault, 

] own I'doubt of his inclining mach. 

G1. I gueſs the Man at whom your Words wou'd. 
Haſtings | oint. 

A The ſame. 1 | 

Gls, He bears me great good Will. 

Cat. *Tis true, to you, as to the Lord Protector, 
And Ghi'ter's Duke, he bows with lowly Service; 

But were he bid to cry, God ſave King Richard, 
Then tell me in what Terms he would reply. 
Believe me, I have prov'd the Man, and found him: 
I know he bears a moſt religions Rev'rence, 

Jo his dead Maſter Edward's royal Memory, 

And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain. 

17 Yet more One of the ſtubborn ſort he is, 

14 Who, if they once grow fond of an Opinion, 

* They call it Honour, Honeſty, and Faith, + 


SHORE 


4 * „nne r n ms; * 2 $27" 1 vt : — 7 1 : 4 * * I ac 
a 4.5 * 5 I N =>, * 0 oz EN: ING 0 n — 
4 2 " 2 e N * * 437 < CY WL" . 1 - 5 2 1 v 72 N PT 2 wy 
« ” * FI . 2 f oy 75 * k v- _z 8 „ . * ; * £ N 9. * ane r N 8 * * . _ ” es of Ws 
— ee} - r — "* f —— * 0. — LS 3 — 1 2 4 2». n Wr e - & - — 2 * . TIRE? . 
4 ö * 1 * W AST 1 ln — 2 _ » . no g = "5 — N — — — 
— — 4d * 2 0 r at 2 N — I * D * =* n — hs — F . . . — 
, : N þ * ä & * — 4 — «—- - o — ” ” <>. * — — 5 > = * * 7 - 
£ 


40 And ſooner part with Life than let it go. 

5 1 Glo. And yet this tough impracticable Heart 

a Is govern'd by a dainty-hnger'd Girl; 5 

1 Such Flaws are found in the moſt worthy Natures; 

N A laughing, toying, wheedliag, whimp' ring ſhe, 

12 Shall mike him amble on a Goſſip's Meſſage, 

I" And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as patient 
As e er did Hercules. | | 


Ratc. The fair Alicia, | 
Of noble Birth and exquiſite of Feature, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her Beauty. 
Cat. | fear he fails in his Allegiance there, 
Or my intelligence is falſe; or elſe 
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The Dome has been too laviſh off er | dealt, 


And fed him till he loatks. 
Glo. No more, he comes. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. N 


Haſt. Health and the Happineſs of many b 
Attend upon your Grace. 

Gly. My good Lord Chamberlain! 

We*fre much bzholden to your gentle Friendſhip, 
Haſt. My Lord, I come an humble Suiter to you. 
Glo. In right good time; ſpeak out your Pleaſure 
freel o 

Hat. I 1 to move your Highneſs in behalf 
Of Shore's unhappy Wife | 

Glo. Say you, of Share ? 

Haſt. Once a bright Star that held her Place on 10 
The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſb Dames, 

While royal Edward held the Tor! reign Rule.. 
Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with Deſpair, . 
Her waining Form no longer Rall i incite. 
Envy in Woman, or Deſire in Man. 
She never ſees the Sun, but thro' her Tears; 
And wakes to figh the live- long Night away. 

Glo. Marry! the Times are badly chang'd with herr 
From Edward's Days to theſe. Then all was Jollity, 
Feaſting and Mirth), light Wantonneſs and Laughter, 
Piping and Playing, Minftrelſy and Maſking; . | 
Jill Life fled from us like an idle Dream, 

A ſhew of Mummery without a Meaning. 

My Brother, Reft and Pardon to his Soul, 

Is gone to his account for this his Minion. 

The Revel rout is done But you were ſpeakiag 
Concerning her F have been told that you 

Are frequent in your Viſitation to her, 

Haſt. No farther, my good Lord, than realy Pity - 
And tender-hearted Charity allow. 

Glo. Go to: I did not mean to chide you for it, 

For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you 
To cheriſh the diſtreſsd—on with your Tale.” 

Hat. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain Officers 

2 the Warrant of your mighty Name, 55 
Iten 
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With Iaſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 

Ha ve ſeiz d upon the Lands, which late ſhe held 

By grant from her great Matter Edward's Bounty. 

610. Somewhat of this, but lightly, have | * | 

And tho” ſpme Counſellors of forward Zeal, 

Some of the moſt ceremonious Sanity, 

And bearded Wiſdom, often have provok d 

The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her; 

Yet ſtill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 

And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 

J have withheld the mercileſs ſtern Law 

From doing outrage on her helpleſs Beauty. "Ry 
Hal. Good Heav' avin who renders Mercy back for 

With open-handed Bounty ſhall repay you: 

This gentle Deed fhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 

To ſcreen the wild Eſcapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 

And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir too. 
6146. Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only; 
Our farther and more full Extent of Grace, 

Is giv*n to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 

And to ourſelf deliver up her Griefs. 

She ſhall be heard n Hake and each Wrong 

At full redreſt. But I have other News 

Which much imports us both, ſt ill my Fortunes 

Go hand in hand with your's: Our common Foes, 

The Queen's Relations, our new-fangled Gentry, 

Have fall n their haughty Creſts That for your Privacy. 
[Exeunt. 
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r 
An Apartment in Jane Share's Houſe. 


Enter Bellmour and Dumont. 


„ M OUR. | 
J o the has lived you've heard my Tale 13 ; 
The reſt your quen Attendance in her Family, 
\y ere] have found the means this Day to place you, 
And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you. 
Sce with what ſad and ſober Cheer ſhe comes. 5 
inter 


FANE SHORE. _ 1n 


Enter Jane Shore. 
Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 
Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair Lady, 
The Bleſſings of the chearful Morn be on you, 
And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets 
Fa. $h. My gentle Neighbour ! your good Wiſhes ſtill 
Purſue my hapleſs Fortune: Ah! good Bellmour !' 
How few, like thee, enquire the Wretched out, 
And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity ?. 
Like thee reſerve their Rayment for the Naked, 
Reach out their Bread, to feed the crying Orphan, 
Or mix their pitying Tears with thoſe that weep ?: 
Thy Praife deſerves a better Tongue than mine 
To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name.. Is this the Gentleman, 
W hoſe friendly Service you commended to me? 
Bell. Madam! It is. | 
Ja. Sh. A venerable Aſpect! | [Afede. 
Age fits with decent Grace upon his Viſage, 
And worthily becomes his ſilver Locks; f 
He wears the marks of many Vears well ſpent, 
Of Virtue, Truth well-try'd, and wiſe Experience; 
A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrows well. 
Fortune, I ſear me, has meant you ill, | 
> [To Dumont. 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pittance, 
Which my poor Hand and humble Roof can give. 
But to ſupply thoſe golden Vantages, 
Which elſewkere you might find, expect to meet 
A juſt Regard and Value for your Worth, 
The Welcome of a Friend, and the free Partnerſhip 
Of all that little Good the World allows me. 
Dum. You over-rave me much ; and all my Anſwer 
Muſt be my future Truth ; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my Deſerving. | 
Ja. Sh. Are you of England? 
Dum. No gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth; 
At Antwerp has my conſtant Biding been, 
Where ſometimes I have known more plenteous Days, 
Than thoſe which now my failing Age affords. | 
Ja. $h, Alas! at Antwerp !—Oh forgive my Tears! 
CE | [Weep ing. 
They 


— — — rororo IT A / ter no 


14 ESO 
They fall for my Offences and muſt fall 


Long, long, ere. they ſhall waſh my Stains away. 
You Knew perhaps -oh Grief! ch Shame !:-my Huſband: 

Dum. I knew him well ut ſtay this Flood of 

Anguith, | 
The ſenſelets Grave feels not your pious Sorrows: 
"Three Years-and more are paſt, ſince | was bid, 
With many.of our common Friends, to wait ey 
Jo his laſt peaceful Manſion. I attended, 
Sprinkled his clay-cold Curie with holy Drops, 
According to our Church's rev: nend Rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hollow'd G:ound, to reſt. 

Fa. Sh. Oh! that my-Sout had known no Joy but him, 
That I had liv'd within his guiltlefs Arms, 
And dying ſlept in Ianocence beſide him! 
But now his honeſt Daſt abhors the Fellowſhip, 


And ſcorns to mix with mine. ; = \ 


| Enter a Servant. 1 ANTE 
Serv. The Lady Alicia 
Attends your Leiſure, | 
Fa. SH. Say, I. wiſl' to ſee her. [Exit Serv. 
Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one Moment to retire, 
T']l wait on you the Inſtant ; and inform you 
O* each unhappy Circumitance, in which 
Yo our friendly Aid and Council much may ſtead me. 
[Exeunt Bellmour and Dumont. 


Enter Alicia. 


Ali. Still, my ſair Friend, ſtill ſhall J find you thus? 
Still ſhall thete-ſi;r is heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another ſtill, 
As if the poſting Metlenger of Grief 
Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back? 
Ja. SH. No, my Alicia, 
Heav'n and his Saints be witneſs to my Thoughts, 
There is no Hour of all my Life o'er paſt, 
That I could with ſhould take its turn again. 
Ali, And yet ſome of thoſe Days my Friend has 
known, 
Some of thoſe Years might paſs for golden ones, 


At 
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At leaſt, if Womankind can judge of Happine ſs. 
What could fre with, we who delight in Empire, 
Whole Beau * is our Sov* reign Good, and gives us- 
Our Reaſon to rebel, and Power to reign, 
What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 
Lovely, renown*d, a Conqueror, and young, 
Bound in our Chains, and fighing at out Feet? | 
a. SH. *Tis true, the royal Edward was a W onder, 
The goodly Pride of all our Eng!i/h Vouth; 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to-perſuade. 
Impaſſive Spirits, and angelic Natures | 
Might have been charms, like yielding dense | 
Stoop'd from their Heaven, and liſten'd to his talking. 
But what had I to do with Kings and Courts? 
My humble Lot had caft me far beneath him; 
And that he was. the firft of all Mankind, 
The braveſt and moſt lovely, was my Curſe. 
Ali. Sure, ſomething more than Fortune join'd your: | 
Loves; | 
Nor could his Greatneſs, and his gracious Form, 
Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as to the Sweetneſs 
And Beauty of my Friend. | 
Fa. Sb. Name him no more; 
He was the Bane and Ruin of my Peace. 
This Anguiſh and theſe Fears, theſe are the Legacies 
His fatal Love has left me. Ihou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 
Ere yet a few ſhort. Days paſs ofer my Head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt Wretcheneſs. : 
The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz'd almoit the whole 
Of what was left ſor needy Life CES} 5 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, nnd kneeling 
Before thy charitable Door for Bread. 
Ali. Joy of my Lite, my deareft Shore, forbear 
To wound my Heart with thy foreboding Sorrows, 
Raiſe thy ſad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy Eyes, and let *em ſhine once more, 
Bright as the Morning Sun above the Mitts. 
E xert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern. ProteQor, 
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And ſooth his ſavage Temper witk thy Beauty - - 


Spite of his deadly unrelenting Nature, 
He ſhall be mov'd to Pity and redreſs thee. 


Ja. Sh. My Form, alas! has long forget to pleaſe ; 


The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd. 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 
Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 


| Buthaggard Grief, lean-looking fallow Care, 


And pining Diſcontent, a rue{ul Train, 

Dwell on my Brow; all hideous and forlo rn. 
One only Sha low of «a Hope is left me; 

The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, . 


Has kindly undertaen to be my Advocate, 


And move my humble ſuit. to angry G/o er. 


Alic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your Cauſe? 


But wherefore ſhould he not? Ha/tings has Eyes; 


The gentle Lord has a right tender Heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, 
And catching the ſoft Flame from each new Beauty 
But your's ſhall charm him long. | 
Ja. Sh. Away, you Flatterer! * 


$ + 


Nor Charge his gen'rous Meaning with a Weakneſs, 


Which his great Soul and Virtue muft diſdais. 
Too much of Love thy hapleſs Friend has prov'd, 
Too many giddy fooliſh- Heurs are gone, | 
And in fantafiic Meaſures danc'd away: 

May the remaining Few know only Friendſhip. 

So thou, my deareft, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 

Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart, 

A Partner there; Iwill give up Mankind, 

Forget the Tranſports of increaſing Paſſion, 

And all the Pangs we feel for its Decay. 

Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my Boſom. 
Safe and unrivall4] there poſſeſs thy own; 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, | 
Ye Saints wko once were Women here below, 
Be witneſs of the Truth, the hely Friendſhip, 
Which here to this my other Self I vow, 
If I not hold her nearer to my Soul, 

Than ev'ry ether Joy the World can give, 


Let 


Embracing. 
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Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame; 

Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, 

Wet not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafter, 

Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeftial Fellowſhip. 

Ja. $h, Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true; 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty 

Of royal Edaward's Love, I truſt to thee ; 

. . [Giving a Caſket: 
Receive this all, that I can call my own. 
And let it reſt unknown, and ſafe with thee: 

That if the State's Injuſtice ſhould opprefs me, 
Strip me of all; and turn me out a Wanderer, 
My Wretchedneis may find Relief from thee, 
And ſhelter from the Storm, 

Alic. My All is thine; 
One common Hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting Heart be ſtill, | 
The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle Deeds of Mercy thou haſt done, 
Shall die, forgotten all ; the Poor, the Pris'ner, 
The Fatherleſs, the Friendleſs, and the Widow, 
Who daily own the Bounty of thy Hand, 
Shall cry to Heav'n, and pull a Blefling on thee; 
Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, 
Man, who rejoices in our Sex's Weakneſs, 
Shall pity thee, and with unwonted Goodneſs, 
Forget thy Failings, and record thy. Praiſe. , 

Ja. Sh. Why ſhould I think. that Man will do for me- 

What yet he never did for Wretch like me? 

Mark by what partial Juſtice we are judg'd ; 

Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, 

And tuch the Curſe intail'd upon our Kind, 

That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, 

Free and unqueftion'd through the Wilds of Love: 
While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy. Fool, 

It poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rule, 
If ftrongly charm'd, the leave the thorny Way, 
And in. the ſofter Paths of Pleaſure. ftray.; IEP 
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Ruin enſues, Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore, 0 


In vain look back to what ſhe was be fore, 
She lets, like Stirs hat fall to riſe no more. 


[Exeunt, 


$ 


T H. SCENES 


S C E. N E continues. 


Enter Alicia, /psaking to Jane Shore as entring. 


farther, gentle Fremd ; good Angels guard you., 
IN ans en 
Slumbers. 


their gracious Wings about your 


The drowſy Night grows om the World, and! now 
The buſy Craftſman and o'erlabour4di Hind, 
Forget the Travel of the Day im Sleep: 

Care only wakes, and moping Penfiveneſs. ;, 

* With meagre diſcontented Looks: they ſit, 

* And watch tlie waſting of the midnight Taper. 

1 Such Vigils muſt Tkeep,. ſo wakes my Soul, 
Reſtleſs and Self-tormented; oh falſe Haſtiign 4 
Thou haſt deſtroy d my Peace. [Knocking wil heut. 
What noiſe is that?“ 

What Viſiter is this, who with bold freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 
With ſuch a rude Approach? 


Enter a Servant. 
Sery. One from the Court, | 
Lord Haſtings (as | think) demands my Lady. 
Ali. Hahlings ! Be ſtill my Heart, and try to meet him 
With his own Arts; with Palſhood But he comes. 
F Enter Lord Haſtings. Seal, 4% a Servant as entring. 


Haſt. Diſmiſs my Train, and wait alone without. 
Alieia here ! Unfortunate Encounter! 
But, be it as it may. | Alt: 


hs 
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Ali. When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend te viſit the AﬀiQed, 
When thus unmindful of cheir Reſt they come | 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the Midnight Mourner : 
Comfort comes with them, like the golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſullen ſhades with her ſweet Influence, 
And chears the melancholy Houle of Care. 
Ha. *Tis true, I would not.over-rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it 
Tonip and blaſt its Faveur, like a Froſt; 
But rather choſe, at tais late Hour, to come, 
That your Friend may know I have prevail'd ; 
Ihe Lord Protector has receiv'd her ſuit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
Ali. My Friend! my Lord. 
270g. Yes, Lady, your's: Nane has a Right. more angll 
1 e | 
. I want the Words, 
105 — you back: a Compliment (© county: :: 
But my Heart: gueſſes at the Friendly . 
And wo“ not die: your Debtor. 
Haſt. Tis well, Madam. 
But | weuld ſee your Friend. 
Ali. Oh thou falſe Lord! 
I wou'd. be Nliſtreſs of my Heaving Heart, 
Stifle this riſing Rage,. and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Face in eaſy dull Indifference : _ 
But *two'not be, my Wrongs will tear their way, 
And ruſh. at once Ron: thee. 
Haſt. Are you wile ! 
Have you the uſe of Reaſon I Do you wake? 
What means this Raving! this tranſporting Paſſion ? 
Ali. O thou cool Traitor ! thou inſulting Tyrant, 
Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, 
Ihus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And aſk me what it means? Art thou not falſe ? 
And I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, | 
Left, Ike a common Wretch. to Shame anc Infamy,. 
Siv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, 
Of laughing Paraſites, and leud Buſfoons ; 1 


* 


And. 
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Ruin enſues, Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame. 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore, ; 


In vain look back to what ſhe was before, 
She lets, like Stuss hat fall to riſe no more. 


[Exeunt. 


&CT H 8 
SCENE continues. 
Euter Alicia, Speaking to Jane Shore as entring. 


farther, geatle Foven ; good Angels guard you. 
Nas Andi foread their gracious Wings about Four 


The drow ſy ouch Nigbe grows on the World, and now 
The buſy Craftſman and o'erlabourtd Hind, 

Forget the Travel of the Day. im Sleep: 

Care only wakes, and moping Penſiveneſs ;, 

With mengre diſcontented Looks: they ſit, 

And watch the waſting of the midnight Taper. 
Such: Vigils muſt Tkeep, ſo wakes my Soul, 
Reſtleſs and Se}f-tormented ;. oh falſe Halings !” 
Thou haſt deftroy'd. my Peace. [Knocking without. 
What noiſe is that?“ | 
What Viſiter 1s this, who with bold freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 

With ſuch a rude Approach ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. One from the Court, 
Lord Haſtings (as | think) demands my Lady. 

Ali. Hallines ge ſtill my Heart, and try to meet him 
With his own Arts; with Falſhood But he comes. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. Speaks ta a Servant as entring. 
Haſt. Diſmiſs my Train, and wait alone without. 


Alicia here! Unfortunate Encounter! | 
But, be it as it may. Alt: 
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Ali. When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend te viſit the AﬀiQed, 
When thus unmindful of cheir Reſt they come 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the Midnight Mourner : 
Comfort comes with them, like the golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſallen ſhades with her ſweet Influence, 
And chears the melancholy Houſe of Care. 
Haft. is true, I would not over-rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it 
To nip and blaſt its Faveur, like a Froſt ; 
But rather choſe, at tais late Hour, to come, 
That your Friend may know TI have prevail'd ; 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her ſuit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 
Ali. My Friend! my Lord. 
Bag. Yes, Lady, your's: None has a Right more anjple 
Jo aikting Fow' tian jou. 4 : 
Ai I want the Words, | 
Jo pay you: back a Con pliment ſo countly: : 
But my Heart gueſſes at the Friendly: Meaning,, 
And wotnot die: your Debtor.. | 1 55 
Haſt. Tis well, Madam. 
But | weuld ſee your Friend. 
Ai. Oh thou falſe Lord! | 
] wou'd. be Miſtreſs of my Heaving Heart, 
Stifle this riſing Rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Face in eaſy dull In difference: 
But two'not be, my Wrongs will. tear their way, 
And ruſh. at once upon the. E 
Haſt. Are you wile ! 
Have you the uſe of Reaſon ! Do you wake? 
What means this Raving! this tranſporting Paſſion * 
Ali. O thou cool Traitor ! thou inſulting Tyrant, 
Doft thou behold my. poor diſtracted Heart, | 
1 hus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And aſk me what it means? Art thou ret falſe? 
And I not ſcornfd, forſaken and abandon'd, 5 
Left, Ike a common Wretch. to Shame and Infamy, 
Giv*n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, 
Of laughing Paraſites, and lcud Buffoons; 


* 
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And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee 


With Love, with Truth, and Tenderneſs unutterable ? 


Haſt. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love ? 
Thele endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents and Jealouſies, 
Iheſe never ceaſing Wailings and Complainings, 
Theſe furious Starts, theſe Whirlwinds of the Soul; 
Which ev'ry other Moment riſe to Madneſs. 

Ali. What Proof, alas! have I not giv'n of Love + 

What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms ? 

Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, 

A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, 

The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue ?* 
My Predigality has giv*n. thee all: 

And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, 

You hate the wretched Bankrupt you have made. 

Haſt. Why am I thus purſu'd from Place to Place, 
Kept in the View, and croſs'd at ev'ry turn ?. 

In vain Ifly, and like a haunted Deer, 

Scud ofer the Lawns, and haften to the Covert ;. 
Ere I can reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift Malice of fome keen Reproach, 
And drive the winged Shaft deep in my Heart. 

Ali. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek Repoſe; 
Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, 

Your pious, charitable, Midnight Viſits. 

Haſt. If you are wiſe, and prize your Peace of Mind, 
Yet take the friendly Council of my Love; 
Relieve. me true, nor liſten 10 your jealouſy, 

Let not _ Devil, which undoes your Sex, 
That curled Curioſity ſeduce you, 

To hunt for needleſs Secrets, which. neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, . 
Shall fit upon your Heart, pinch it with Pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep for ever from you. 
Go to be yet advis'd--—- 

Ali. Doft thou in Scorn 
Preach Patience io my Rage? And bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented Idiot down ; 

Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong'd me- Ruin ſeize thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery ! 
Have. I the leaſt remaining Cauſe to doubt? 
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Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy Falſhhood? 
To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little Tenderneſs, 

And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undo me: | 
But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of Humanity, 
Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confeſs'd it; 
Ev'n now thy Eyes avowit, now they ſpeak, 

And in ſolently own the glorious Villany. 
Haſt. Well then, I own my Heart has broke yo 

Chains, | 
Patient I bore the painſul Bondage long, | 
At length my gen'rous Love diſdaias your Tyranny ; 

The Bitterneſs and Stings of taunting Jealouſy, 
Vezatious Days, and jarring joyleſs Nights, 

Have driv'n him forth to ſeek tome ſafer Shelter, 
Where he may reſt his weary Wings in Peace. 
Ali. You triumph! do! and with gigantic Pride, 

Defy impending Vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink ; 
No more his Arm ſhall roll the dreadful Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Lightnings forth: No more his Juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men, 
But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in Safety. 

Haſt. Whate'er my Fate decrees for me 
Be preſent to me now, my better Angel! | 
Preferve me from the Storm which threatens now, 
And if I have beyond Atonement ſinn'd, 
Let any other kind of Plague ofertake me, 
So [ eſcape the Fury of that Tongue. 

Ali. 12 Pray'r is heard I go- but know, proud 

rd, 

Howe er thou ſcorn'd the Weakneſs of my Sex, | 
This feeble Hand may find the Means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in Power, and Greatneſs plac'd, 
With royal Favour guarded round, and grac'd ; 
On Eagle's Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, 
And hurl thee headleng from thy topmoſt Height; 
Then like thy Fate, ſuperior will I fit, 
And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at myFeet ; 

Ses thy laſt Breath with Indignation go, 
And tread theglinking to the Shades below. | 

; | [Exit Alicia. 


Haſt. 
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22 INE SHORE. 


Haft. How fierce a Fiend is Paſſion? With what 
— :::.5: | | 
What Tyranny untam'd, it reigns in Woman! 
Unhappy Sex, whoſe caly yielding Temper 
Gives Way toev'ry Appetite alike; 
Each Gult of Inclination, uncontroul'd, | 
Sweeps thro* their Souls, and ſets them in an Uproar ; 
Each Motion of the Heart rites to Fury, 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage 
As terrible as Heat, and as deſtructive. A 
So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs Ocean, 
And heaves the Billows of the boiling Deep, 
Alike from North, from Seuth, from Ea/t, from Weſt, 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by turns 
From ev'iy Corner ot the Seaman's Compals. 
But ſeft ye now jor here comes one diſclaims 
Strite and her wrangling Train : of equal Elements, 
Without one jarring Atom was ſhe formi'd, 
And Gentleneſs, and Joy, make up her Being. 
© Enter Jane Shore. 

Forgive me, Fair One if ofhcious Frien i? ip: 
Intrudes on your Repoſe, ad comes ::.us late, 
Jo greet you with the J ivings of Suctits, 
The Princely Glo ier has vouchlat'd yi Hearing, 
'To-morrow he expects you at the Court; 
There plead your Cauſe with never-tailing Beauty, 
Speak all your Grieſs, and find a full Redreſs. 

Fa. SH. "Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend; 

| Toe | [ Kneeling. 
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hus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. 

Haſt. Riſe, gentle Dame, you wrong my Meaning 

wy 5 
Think me not guilty of a Thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my Courteſy for Thanks like theſe, 
Ja. Sh. * {is true your Bounty is beyond my Speaking. 
But tho“ my Mouth be dunib, my Heart ſhall thank you; 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 
Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, 

My fervent Soul ſhalj breathe one Prayer for you, 


ant a. 


(If 


he kind, my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wiſhes, 
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(If Pray*rs of ſnch a Wretch are heard on high) 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The Grace and Goodnels you have ſhewn to me. 
Haſ. It there be aught ot Merit in my Service, 
Impute it there where molt tis due, my Love; 
And ſatisfy my panting Heart with Beauty. 
Fa. Sa. Alas! my Lond———— 
Haſt. Why bend thy Eyes to Earth? 
Where ſore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow, 
Why breathes that Sigh, iny Love? And wheretore falls 
This trickling Show*r of Tears: to ſtain thy Sweetneſs? 
Ja. Sb. If Pity dwells within your noble Breaſt, | 
(As ſure it does) Oh ſpeak not to me thus. 
Haſt. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love? 
Ev'n now, thus fadlyas thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and ſorlorn, | 
Thy Soitneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 
Till my Soul ſaints and fickens with Deſire; 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue lie fill? | 
Fa. SH. Caſt round your Eyes 
Upon the high-born Beauties of the Court; 
Behold, like op'ning Roſes, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the Senſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs ; 
There chooſe ſome worthy Partner of yeur Heart 
To fill your Arms, and'bleſs your virtuous Bed ; _ 
Nor turn your Eyes this Way, where Sin and Mis*ry, 
Like Joathſome Weeds, have ever-1un the Soil, 
And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all waſte. 
Haſt. What means this peeviſh, this fantaſtic Change: 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles? 
Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth ? 
That chearful Heart, which us'd to dance for ever, 
And caſt a Day of Gladneſs all around thee. 
Ja. Sh. Yes, I will own I merit the Reproach ; 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days df wanton Pride, 
My Soul is juſtly humbled tc the Duſt ; 
All Tongues, like-your*s, are licenc'd to upbraid me, 
Still to xepeat my Guilt, to urge my Infamy, 
by And 
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CCC 
And treat me like that abject Thing I've been. 
Yet let the Saints be witneſs to this Truth, 
That now, tho' late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched Self, and curſe 
My paſt polluted Life. All-judging Heav'n 
Who knows my Crime, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. 
Haſt. No more of this dull Stuff. Tistime enough 
To whine and mortify thyſelf with Penance, 
When the decaying Senſe is pall'd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage : 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt'ring Rheums 
Have ſtain d the Luſtre of thy ſtarry Eyes, 
And failing Palfies ſhake thy withe1'd Hand. 
The preſent Moment claims more gen'rous uſe; 
Thy Beauty, Night and Sollitude reproach me, 
For having talk'd thus long----Come let me preſs thee. 
[Laying Hold on ber. 
Pant on thy Boſom, ſink into thy Arms, 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious Fold. 
Ja. Sh. Never! by thoſe chaſte Lights above, I ſwear, 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more; 
For bear, my Lord! Here let me rather die, 
[Kneehing, 


Fa. Sh. Retire! I beg you leave me- 
Haſt. Thus to coy it !--- 

With one who knows you too. 
Fa. Sh. For Mercy's ſake --- | 
Haſt. Ungrateful Woman! Is it thus you pay 

My Services? Wa 
Ja. SH. Abandon me to Ruin----- 

Rather than urge me---- Eo: 
Haſt. This way to your Chamber, [Pulling hor. 

There if you firuggle — | 
Ja. SH. Help ! Oh gracious Heay'n ! 

Help! Save me! Help! [Crying out. 
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Enter Dumont, he interpoſes. 


Dum. My Lord! for Henour's ſake— 9 
Haft. Ha! what art theu? Begone? oo» 
Dum. My Duty calls me 
ro my Attendance on my Miſtreſs here. ; 
J. Sh. For Pity let me go 
Hat. Avaunt! baſe Groom 
t diſtance wait, and know thy Office better. 
Dum. Forego your hold, my Lord! 'tis moſt unmanly 
'his Violence 
= #ajt. Avoid the Room this Mome 
Or vill tread thy Seoul out. 
Dum. No, my Lord, 
Ihe common ties of Manhood call me new, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the Deſence 
Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs Woman, 
Haſt. And doſt thou know me, Slave? 
Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord! 
I know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, 
Which Wealth, or Pow'r, or noble Birth can give thee. 
Il know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceftry, 
By poerly daring thus to wrong a Woman. 
= Hajr. lis wondrous well! 1 tee, my Saint-like Dame, 
ou ſtand provided of your Braves and Ruffians, 
Jo man your Cauſe, and bluſter in your Brothel. 
= Dum. Take back the foul Reproach, unmanner'd 
2 Railer; 
Nor urge my Rage too 5 left thou ſhould'ſt find 
l have as daring "Spirits i in my Blood 
As thou, or any of thy Race e'er boaſted ; 
And tho“ no gaudy Titles grac'd my Birth, 
(Titles, the fervile Courticr's lean Reward, 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft 
The Hire which Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Syco- 
phants,) | 
Yet Heaven that made me honeſt, made me more 
1 han ever King did when he made a Lord. 
Haſt. laſolent Villain! Henceforth let this tzach thee 
[Dr azws and ſtrikes him. 
„ 
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2&6 JANE SHORE 
The Diſtance 'twixt a Peaſant and a Prince. = 
Dum. Nay then, my Lord! [drawing.] learn you 
by this, how well | | F 
An Arm reſolv'd can guard its Maſter's Life. al 
, [They fight. 
Fa. Sh. Oh my diſtracting Feats! hold, for tweet 
Heav'n. "IF 
[They fight, Dumont diſarms Lord Haſtings, 
Haſt. Confuſion ! bafled by a baſe-born Hind! F 
Dum. Now, haughty Sir, where is our Diff rence 
now? | 3 
Your Lite is in my Hand, and did not Honour, 
'The Gentlenets of Blood and inborn Virtue, 
(Howe er unworthy I may ſeem to you) | 
Plead in my Boſom, I-ſhould take the Forfeit. 
But wear your Sword again ; and know, a Lord b 
Oppos'd againſt a Man, is but a Man. Itune 
Haſt. Curſe on my failing Hand! Your better For- 
Has giv'n you ' Vantage o'et me; but perhaps 5 
Your Triumph may be bought with dear Repentance. 
Fa. SH. Alas! what have you done! know you the 2 = 
Power, * 
The Mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? be: | 
Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt Miftreſs, tis a Cauſe, #8 
In which Heav'n's Guard ſhall wait you. O purſue, 
Furfee the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 
Which urge yon on to Virtue ; let not Danger, 
Nor the incumb'ring World make {aint your Purpoſe. 
Aſſiſting Angels ſha!l conduct your Steps, 
Bring you te Bliſs, and crown your end with Peace. 2 
Fa. $h. Oh that my Head were laid, my fad Eyes clos'd, WW 
And my cold Corſe wound in my Shrowd to reſt; | 
My painiu} Heart will never ceaſe to beat, 
Will never know a Moment's Peace till then. 
Dum. Wou'd you be happy? leave this fatal Place, 
Fly trom the Court's pernicious Neighbourhood ; 
Where Inrocence is ſham*d, and bluſhing Mlodeſty 
Is made the Scorner's Jeſt; where Hate, Deceit, 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 
And draws deluded Fools with Shews of Pleature. 
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FJ. . Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 

you t Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft? 
Dum Pellmour, whole friendly Care ſtill wakes te 


ſerve you, | | | 
las found you out a little peaceſul Refuge, 
ar from the Court and the tumultuous City. 
FX ithin an ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, 
here ſtands a lonely, but a healthful Dwelling, 
Built for Convenience, and the uſe of Life: 
round it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
little Garden, and a limpid Brook, 

y Nature's own Contrivance ſeem diſpos'd ; 
o Neighbours, but a Few poor ſimple Clowns, 
oneſt and true, with a well-meaning Prieſt: 
No Faction or domeſtic Fury's Rage, 

id cer diſturb the Quiet of that Place, 

tune When the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
For- With Tork and Lancaſter's diſputed Sway. 

our Virtue there may find a fate Retreat 

© rom the inſulting Powers of wicked Greatneſs. 
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ce. 
Fit. Ja. Sh. Can there be ſo much Happineſs in Store? 
1 the Cell like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to. 


laſte then, and thither let us take our Flight, 

Fre the Clouds gather, and the Wintry Sky 
D-\cends in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. | 
Daun. Will you then go? You glad my very Soul! 
ani your Fears, caſt all your Cares on me; 5 
Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy. 
Ob, Lady! but I nuſt not, cannot tell you, f 
Hos anxious I have been for all your Dangers, 

= id how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 

gg > when the Spring renews the flow*ry Field, 

and warns the pregnant Nightingale to build, 

She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 

Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood; | 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow ; 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it ofer, - 

dies there, and wanders thro* the Grove no more:: 
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Warbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, is 
And loves it with a Mother's dear Delight. [Exeunt. i 


* 


ACT H. 8 1 
The COURT. 


— 


Enter Alicia with a Paper. 


a 
ad A 
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HIS Paper, to the great Protector's ond, 
With Care and Secreſy muſt be convey'd 
His bold Ambition now avows its Aim, 
Jo pluck the Crown from Edward's infant Brow 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithleſs Haſtings, adverſe to his Hopes, 
And much devoted to the Orphan King; 
On that I build : I'his Paper meets his Doubts, 
And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe 
Ot Haſtings' Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 
Oh leur thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 
Thou wortlt Invader of our tender Boſoms, 
How does thy Rancour Poiſon all our Sottnels, 
Ant] turn our gentle Natures into Bitterneſs ? 1 
See where ſho comes , Once my Heart's deareſt Bleſſing, en 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty, 2 
oath that known Face, and ſicken to behold her. 


Enter Jane Shore. 


Fa. Sh. Now whither ſhall I fly, to find Relief? 
What charitable Hand will aid me now? 
Will ftay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 
Ard hes} iny wounded Mind with balmy Comfort f 
Oh. wy Alicia ! 
Alic. What new Grief is this? 
Wat unforeſeen Misfortune has ſurpriz' d thee, 
That racks thy tender Heart thus? | 
Fa. Sh. Oh! Dumont! 
Alic.” Say what of him 
7a. 5h. That friendly, honeſt Man, 
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bY Whom Bellmour brought of late to my Aſſiſtance, 
=D: whoſe kind Cares, whaſe Diligence and Faith, 


/ 5 Was ſeiz'd en by the ere Hand of Pow'r, 
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ly ſureſt Fruſt was built, this very Morn | / 


orc'd from my Houle, and borne away to Priſon. 
Alic. To Priſon, ſaid you! can you gueſs the Cauſe ?“ 
Ja. Sh. Too well, I fear. His bold Defence of me 


s drawa the Vengeance of Lord Ilaſtings on him, 


| Al'c. Lord Haſtings ! Ha! 
Ju. Sb. Some fitter Lime muſt tell thee 
The Tale of my Hard Hap. Upon the preſent 


ang ail my. poor, my la ſt remaining Hopes. 


Vithin this Paper is my Shit contain'd; 
lere, as the Princely GChhſter paſſes forth, 
wait to give it en my humble Knees, 


Rad move him for Redrets. 


[She gives the Paper to Alicia, who opens” 
and ſeems to read it. 


ali. Now for a Wile L[Aſidle. 


o fling my thongbtleis Rival to the Heart; 
2 blait her fatal Beauties, and divide her 


or ever from my perjer'd Hlaſtingms Eyes: 
JT he Wanderer may then look. back to me, 
Dad turn to his forfaken home again: 
bei Faſhions are the tame, it cannot fail. 


[Pulling aut the other Paper. 


| 72 5h. Hut fee the great Protector comes this way. 


'tended by a Irain of waiting Courtiers. 

ive me the Paper, Friend. | | 

| lic, For Love and Vengeance! [ Afede- 
[She gives her the other Paper. 
nter the Duke of Glo'ſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Ca- 
teſby, Cour tiers, and other Attendants. 


1 . K neeling. O noble Glg fer, turn thy gracious 


cline thy pi:ying Ear to my:Complaint, _ [Eye, 

poor, undone, iv:taken, helplets Woman, 2 

treats alittle Bread tor Charity, 

o feed her Wants, and fave her Life from periſhing. 

| Glo, Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your wat'ry Eyes. 
[Receiving the Paper and Rae her. 

eſhrew me, but *twere Pity of his Heart, 
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That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suit'reſs. 

Y'have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 

A worthy and right gentle Lord he is, 

And to his truſt moſt true. This preſent now, 

Some matters of the State detain our Leiſure; 

Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, by 

And give your Griefs Redreſs. Go to, be comforted. 
Ja. SH. Good Heav'ns repay your Highneſs for this 

Pity, ; 

And ſhow'r down Bleflings on your —— Head. 

Come, my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, 

And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame : 

That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 

And finks beneath its Load. 

[Exeunt Jane Shore and Alicia. : 
Glo. Now by my Holidame! _ "3 

Heavy of Heart ſhe ſeems, and fore afflicted. 

But thus it is when rude Calamity 

Lays its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; 

The dainty gew-gaw Forms diſſolve at once, 

And ſhiver at the Shock, What lays her Paper by 3 

[Seeming to read 7 1 
Ha ! what is this ? Come nearer Ratckife, Cateſby ! 


Mark the Contents, and' then dirine the Meaning: #| 
1 He read 


Wonder not, princely G ger, at the Notice 
This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown; 
Lord Haſtings is inclia'd to call you Mifter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's King; 
But Shore's bewitching, Wife unſleads bis Heart, 
_ draws his Service to King Edward's Sons: 1 
ive her away, you break the Charm that holds him, 
4 he, and all his Pow'rs attend on you. 2 
Ratc. Tis wonderful ! 
Cat. The Means by which! t came, 
Yet 3 too ! 
You ſaw jt giv'n but now. 
She 8 not myers the Purport. 
G9. No, tis plain 
She knows it her” it levels at her Life; 
Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high 3 
he meddling Harlqt! dear ſhe ſhould. abide it. 


* 


* 
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- Cat. What Hand ſoe“er it comes from; be afſur'd, 


t means your Highneſs well 
Glo. Upon the Inſtant, 1 
ord Haſtings will be here; this Morn I mean' 
o prove him to the quick; then if he flinch, 
No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine, or nothing But he comes! 
Draw nearer this way and obſerve me well: 


[They whiſper. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


; 3 | Hat. This fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 


1 7 And worn to urge Deſire 
= he Groom who lift his ſaucy Hand againſt me, 


Fingers and Wanders in my Fancy till ; 
his Coyneſs is put on, 'tis Art and Cunning, 
| I muſt poſſeſs her : 


re this, is humbled, . and repents his daring. 
Perhaps ev'n ſhe may profit by th' Example, 


and teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my Pow'r. 


Glo, This do, and wait me ere the Council fits. 
| [Exeunt Ratcliffe and Cateibr. 


iy Lord, you're well encounter'd ; here has been, 
air Petitioner this Morning with us; 
elieve me ſhe has won me much to pity her: 
„las! her gentle Nature was not made 

o buffet with Adverſity. I told her, 


; , How worthily ker Cauſe you had beſ riended 3 
lo mach for your good ſake we meant to do, 
hat you had ſpoke, and all things ſhould be well. 


im, 


85 * - 3 


Faſt. Your Highneſs binds me ever to your Service. 
6e You know your Friendſhip is moſt potent with us, 
nd Shares our Pow'r. But of this enough, 


or we have other Matters for your Ear: 
he State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 


nd jealous Doubts jar in our public Councils ; 


$ Amidſt the Wealthy City, Murmurs ſe, _ 
Leud Railings, and Reproach, on theſe that rule, 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 


And public J rutt *twixt Man and Man are broke, 


The golden Streams of Commerce are withheld, 


Which fed the. Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, 
B 47 Whe. 
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Who therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion: 
Haſt. The reſty Knaves are over-run with Eaſe, 

As plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction: 

If in good Days, like theſe, the Headſtrong Herd 

Grow madly wanton and repine ; it is 

Becauſe the Reins of Pow'r are held tooſlack, 

And reverend Authority of late 

Has worn a Face of Mercy more than Juſtice. 

Slo. Beſhrew my Heart! but you have well div in d 

The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder, 

It Riot and Miſ-rule o'erturn the Realm, 

When the Crown fits upon a baby Brow ? 1 

Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the gen'ral Cry, 

And Sum of all Complaint : *Twill ne'er be well 

With England (thus they talk) while Children govern. 
Haſt. Tis true the King is young; but what of that? 

We feel no want of Zdwar tiper Years, 

While G&*/ler's Valour and moſt princely Wiſdom, 

So well ſupply eur infant Sovereign's Place, 

His Youth's Support, and Guardian ot his Throne. | 
Ge. The Council (much I'm bound to thank em 

| for t) ; NL | 

Have p:ac'd a pageant Sceptre in n Hand, 

Barren of Power, and tubjeQ to controul z 

Scorn'd by my Foes, and uleleſs to my Friends. 

Oh, worthy Lord ! were mine the Rule indeed, 

I chiok, | Gould not ſuffer rank offence 

At large to lard it in the Common-weal ; | 

Nor wou d-the Realm be rent by Ditcord thus, 

thus fear and doubt betwixt diſputed Titles. 
Ha. Of this lam to learn; as not ſuppoſing: 

A Doubt like this T 33 
Glo. Ay, marry, but there is | 

And that of much Concern. Have you not heard 

How on a late Occaſion, Doctor Shaw 

Has mov'd the People much about the Lawfulneſs. 


Ot Edward's Ifſue ? by right grave Authority 


Of Learning and Religion, plainly proving, . 

A baſtard Scion never ſhould be grafted 

Upon a royal Stock; from thence, at full 
Diſcourſing en my Brother's former Con tra c 


% . # | To 


Who can 1emember this, and not, like nie, 
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To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 


His jolly Match with that ſame buxom Widow 
The Queen he left behind him 

Hat. III be fall 7 
Such meddling Prieſts, who kindle up Confuſion, 
And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples ;: 
By Heav'n 'tis done in perſect Spite to Peace. 


Did not the King, 


£ | Our royal Maſter Edæuard, in Concurrence 


With his Eftates aſſembled, well determine [ward ? 


What Courſe the lov'reign Rule ſhould take hence for- 


When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction ceaſe, 

When ſhall our long divided Land have reſt, 

it. every peeviſh, moody Malecontent | 

Shall ſer the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an Uproar ? | 
Fright them with Dangers, and perplex their Brains, 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtic giddy Change? | 

Gln. What if ſome Patriot for the Public Good, 
Should vary from your Scheme, new-mould the State ?: 

Haſt. Cut ſe on the innovating Hand attempts it! 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heav'n, | 
In thy great Day of Vengeance : Blaſt the Traitor 
And his pernicious Counſels; who for Wealth, 

For Pow'r, the Pride of Greatnels, or Revenge, 
Would plunge his native Land in Civil Wars.“ 

610. You go too far, my Lord.. 

Hafl, Your Highneſs Pardon 3 
Have we fo ſoon ſor got thoſe Days of Ruin, | 
When York aud Lancaſter drew forth the Battles; 
When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 

And caſt. beſide ſome common way à Spectacle 
Of Horror and Affright to Paſſers-by, 3 
Our groaning Country bled at ev'ry Vein; 
When Murders, Rapes, and Maſlacres prevail'd; 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blazd ; 
When Infolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 


| And {wept away Diſtinction; Peaſants trod 


Upon the Necks of Nobles; Low were laid 
Lhe reverend Croſier, and the holy Mitre, 
And Deſolation cover d all the Land ?. | 
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Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 

Whole damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors... 
And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? 
Glo. How now! ſo hot! 8 

Haft. So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 
Glo. Is then our Friendſhip. of fo little moment, 
That you could arm your Hand againſt my Life? 


Haſt. I hope your Highnels does not think I meant it, 


No, Heav'n forbid that e'er your princely Perſon 
Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment. 
G1. Oh, noble * Nay, I muſt embrace you; 


[ Embraces Sans: - 


By holy Paul] you're a right koneſt Man ; 
'The lime is full of Danger and Diſtruſt, 

And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for Jealouſy and light Surmile, 

If when I meant to lodge you next my Heart, 
I putyour Truth to trial. Keep your Loyalty, 


And live your King and Country's beft Support: 


For me, I aſk no more than Honour gives, 
To think me your's, and rank me with your Friefide. 


Haſt. Accept what Thanks a x grateful Heart ſhould 


pay. 
Oh ! princely Glo ſſter! judge me not ungentle, 
Ot Manners rude, and inſolent of Speech, 
If when the public Safety is in queſtion, 
My Zeal flows warm and eager from my Tongue. 


Glo. Enough of this: To deal in wordy Compliment” 


Is much againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature ; 
I judge you by myſelf, a clear true Spirit; 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my Boſom ; ; 


F arewell, and be my Friend: [=xit Gio'ſter, 


Haſt. I am not read, 
Nor ſrill'd and pra ctis d in the Arts of Greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a Scope to Paſhon 
The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend” reſt Point ; the Maſter-firing 
hat makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
1 own the glorious Subject fires my Breaft, 
And my Soul's darling Paſſion ſtands confeſt; 

Beyond 
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WE 3:yond or Love's or Friendſhip's ſacred Band, 

Beyond myſelf I prize my native Land: 
On this Foundation would I build my Fame, : ; 
And emulate the Greek and Reman Name; 

Think Englands Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 
And die with pleaſure for my Country's Good. Zxit. 


do 
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SCE NE rantinues. 
Enter Duke of Glo'ſter, Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 


1 G LO STERN. 
Tl was the Sum of all; that he would brook: 
No Alteration in the preſent State. | 
Marry! at laſt, the teſty Gentleman; _ 
Was almoſt mov'd to bid us bold Defiance; 
But there I dropt the Argument, and changing - 
The firſt Deſign and Purport of my Speech, 
Iptais'd his good Affection to young Edvard,” 
And left him. to believe my Thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this fore-meatien*'d Matter, 

As nothing bound or truſting to his Friendſhip, - 
nt | Ratc, IIl does it thus befall. I could have wiſhd 
This Lord had ſtood with us. His Friends are wealthy, 
Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions large and mighty; | 
The Vaſſals and Dependants on his Pow'r 
a; Firm in Adherence, ready, bold and many; \ 

His Name had been of Vantage to your Highneſs, 

And ſtood our preſent Parpoſe much in ſtead. | 

Glo. This wayward and perverſe declining from us, 1 

Has warranted at full the friendly Notice, T0 

Which we this Morn receiv*d. I hold it certain, N 

This puling whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, * 

And prompts his Zeal for Edward's baſtard Brood. | 

Cat. If ſhe have ſuch Dominion ofer his Heart, i 
te And turn it at her Will, you rule her Fate ; [16-275 
a And ſhould by Inference and apt DeduQion, Be. 
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Be Arbiter of kis. Is not her Bread, 
The very Means immediate to her Being. 
The Bounty of your Hand? Why does ſhe live, 
If not te yield Obedience to your Pleaſure, 
To ſpeak; toaR, to think as you command ? [ſage ;: 
Ratc, Let her inſtruct her Tongue to bear your Met 
Teach every Grace to ſmile in your Behalf, 
And her deluding Eyes to gloat for you; 
His ductile Reaſon will be wound a bout, 
Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 
Receive the Yoke, and yield exact Obedience, 
Glo. Your Counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow'd ;: 
The waits without, attending on her Suit. 
Go, call ber! in, and leave us here alone. 
[Exeunt Ratcliffe and Ca te ſby. 
How poor a Thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 
Who leaves the Guidance of iyperial Manhood 
To ſuch a paltry pie ce of Stuff as this is! 
A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride; 
That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, 
Than glitt'ring Dew drops in the Sun do Colours. 
Now ſhame upon it! Was our Reaſon giv'n 
For ſuch a Ule! To be thus puff d about 


Like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, 
The Sport of ev ry whiffling Blaſt that Blows ? 
genre my Heart, but it is wond*rous ſtrange; 3 


Sure there is ſomething more than Witchcraft in them, 


| That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. 


I 7 Enter Jane Shore. 


Oh! you are come moſt fitly. We have ponder'd 
On this your Grievance : And tho' ſome there are, 
Nay, and thoſe Great Ones too, who wou'd enforce 


Ihe Rigour of our Power to afflict you, 


And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you, 
We've ta*en yqu to our Favour ; our Protection 


Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from Miſhap. 


7a. Sh. Me Hleſſiugs of « Heart with Anguifh broken, 


And refſcu'd from eipa ir, attend your Highneſs. 


Alas! my gracigusLord ! what have I done 


To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me? 
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if in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 
When moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, 
If I withheld my Morſel from the Hungry, 
Forgot the Widow's Want, and Orphan's Cry; 
If I have known a Good I have not ſhar'd, | 
Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion, with me, 
Let my worſt. Enemies ftand forth, and now 
Deny the Succour, which I gare not then. 

Glo. Marry there are, tho'l believe them not, 
Who ſay you meddle in Affairs of State: 
That you pre ſume to prattle, like a Buſy Bedy, 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o'th' Council 
W hat fits the Order of the Common- weal. 

Ja. Sb. Oh that the buſy World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wretch like me! 


Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 
lo tread the Mazes of fantaſtic Falthood , 
10 haunt her idle Sounds, and flying Tales, 
'Fhro' all the giddy noiſy Courts of Rumour ; 
Malicious Slander never would have leiſute 
To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad, 
If all, like me, conſider'd their own Hearts, 
And wept the Sorrows which they found at Home. 


To ev*ry Breath of Fame, I'm not to learn 

That Ha/lings is profeſs*'d your loving Vaſſal, 

But fair befall your Beauty: uſe it witely, * 

And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in ftead ; + 
Give back your forfeit Land with large Increaſe, 
And place you high in Satety and in Honour: 

Nay, I could point a Way, the which purſuing; 

Yau ſhall not only bring yourſelf Advantage, 

But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank you. 


Ja. Sb. Oh! where or how ?—Can my unworthy 


Hand | 
Become an Inſtrument of good to any? 
Inſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly 
To yield Obedience to your dread Command. 
G40. Why, that's well ſaid— Thus then—obſerve 
me well, 


n, 


if | | . The 
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None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 


Glo. Go to! I know your Pow'r,-and tho! 1 trult net 


With Fondneſs, and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
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The State for many high and potent Reaſons, 
Deeming my Brother Edward's Sons unfit 
For the imperial Weight of England's Crown 


Fa, $5. Alas! for Pity. 1 


Gle. Therefore have reſolv'd 
To {et aſide their unavailing Infancy, 
And veſt the ſov'reign Rule in abler Hands. 
This, tho” of great Importance to the Public, 
Hlaſtings, for very Peeviſhnets and Spleen, 
Does ſtubbornly oppoſe. | 

Ja. SH. Does he! does Haſtings ! 

 G! Ay, Haſtings. 


- 


Fa. HH. Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt Hea- 
vens: | 
For this one Action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliv'rance, 
Save him from Wrong, Adverfity and Shame, 
Let never-fading Honours flouriſn round him, 
And conſecrate his Name ev'n to Time's End: 
Let him know nothing elſe but good on Earth, 
And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereafter. 
Glo. How now! | 
Fa. Sh. The poor forſaken, royal little Ones? 
Shall they be left a Prey to ſavage Power? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs Hands in vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard? 
Impoſſible! Oh gallant, generous, Haſtings, 
Go on, purſue! Aſſert the ſacred Cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou Proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And fave the friendleſs Inſants from Oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 
And warring Angels combat on thy ſide. | 
Glo. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly Speech, 
And ſpend it at your Pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 
My Favour is not bought with Words like theſe. 
Go to you'll teach your Tongue another Tale. 


Ja. Sh. No, tho' the royal Edward has undone me, 


He was my King, my gracious Mafter till; 
He lov'd me too, tho“ 'twas a guilty Flame, 
And Fatal to my Peace, yet till he lovd me; 
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Dwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd.but in my Smiles. 
And can I Oh my Heart abhors the Thought ; 
Stand by, and lee his Children robb'd of Right? ; 
G/o. Dare not, ev'n for thy Soul, to thwart me fur- 
ther - 


None of your Arts, your Feigning, and your Foolery, 


Your dainty Squeamith Coying it to me. 

Go to your Lord, your Paramour, begone ; 

Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton on his Neck, 

And play your Monkey Gambols o'er. to him: : 

You know my Purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 

And make him yield Obedience to my Wall. 

Do it or Woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 

Ja. HH. Oh that my Tongue had eviry Grace of 

Speech, 5 ig 

Great and commanding as the Breath of Kings, 


Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing, 


As ſoit Perſuaſion:te a Love-ſick Maid, 
That J had Art and Eloquence divine, 
To pay my Duty to my Maſter's Aſhes, 
Ard plead til Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence. 
G/o.. Ha! doſt thou brave me, Minion ! doſt thou 
know h 


How vile, how very a Wretch my Power can make thee? 


Jhat I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, 


Jo hunt thy Heels, like Hell-hounds, thro' the World; 


That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, 
As Help ſhall never find thee; where repining. 


Thou ſhalt. fit down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguith ; 


Groan to the pit'leſs Winds without Return, 

Howl like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 

And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs of Miſery ? Bey 
Ja. Sh. Let me be branded for the Public Scorn, 

Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a Vagabond; 

Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my Br 5 

Upon the barren Wild, and deſolate! Waſte, 

Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears; 

Ere I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice. 


Or Wrong the Orphan who has none to ſave him. *. 
Gio. Vis welt—well try the Temper of your Heart. 


Whatho!' Who waits without? 


Enter 


. 
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5 1 
15 * Enter Ratcliffe, Cateſby, and Attendants. 1 
it Ratc. Your Highnefs' Pleaſure a 
Glo. Go ſo ne of you, and turn this Strumpet forth 1 © 
q: Spurn her into the Street, there let her periſh, p 
| '| And ret upon a Dunghill. Thro“ the City, 
* See it proclaim'd, that note on Pain of Death; 
1 Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour; 
9 Who miniſters the ſmallett Comfort, dies. 
* Her Houſe, her coſtly Furnitute, and Wealth, : 
The Purchaſe of her looſe luxurious Life, 7 
We ſeize on, for the Profit of the State. „ 
Away! begone! '] 
Ja. $h. O thou mot? righteous Judge v 
Humbly, behold, I bow myſelf to thee, p 
And own thy Jultice i in this hard Decree : 
No longer then my rip? Offences ſpare, 80 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. " 
Yet ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, IN 
For my paſt Crimes my forfeit Life receive; 4 
No Pity for my Suff'rings here J crave, 
And only hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. Be 
* Jane Shore, guarded by Catelby and other 5. 
So much for this. Your Projec's at an end: ©} 
[To * Li 
T-his idle Toy, this Hilding ſcorns my Power, Re 
And ſets us all at nought. See that a Guard. T. 
Be ready at my Call. | W 
Ratc. The Council waits Ar 
Upon your Highnets' Leiſure. By 
Glo. Bid fem enter. Ar 
Enter the Dube of Buckingham, Earl of Derby, Biſhop Ca 
of Ely, Lord Haltings and others, as te the Council. An 
The Duke of Glo'ſter takes his Place at the upper end, Te 
then the refl 1 Hs. | 
Der. In happy time are we aſſembled here, Ta 
To point the Day, and fix the ſolemn Pomp, Th 
Far placing England's Crown with all due Rites, | Th 
Upon our Sov'reign Edward's youthful Brow. [are, An 


Haſt. Some buſy meddling Knaves, 'tis ſaid there 
As 
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As fuch will ſtill be prating, who preſume - 
To carp and cavil at his royal Right ; 
Therefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 

"1 "appoint the Order of the Coronation ; 

So to approve our Duty to the King, N 

And ſtay the Babbling of ſuch vain G-inſayers. 

Der. We all attend to know your Highneſs” Pleaſure. 

| I- Gloffter.. 

G. My Lords, A ſet of worthy Men you are, 
Prudent and juſt, and careful for the State : 

'Fhereſore to your molt grave Determination, 

{ vield myſeli in all things; and demand 

What Puniſhwent your Wiſdom ſhall think meet 
Jinflict upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 

Who ſhall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, 
Practiſe againſt our Perſon and our Life. [tot, 

La. So much I hold the King your Highnels' Deb- 

So piecious are yen to the Common weal, 

Imhat I preſume, not only for myſelf, 

But in behalt of thefe my noble Brothers, 

To fay, whoeter they be, they merit Death. [ Truth, 

Gla. "Then judge yourſelves, convince your Eyes of 
Lehoid my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither'd, 

WE [Pulling up his Sleeve. 
Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decay'd, e 
Like ſome untimely Product of the Seaſons. 

Rohb'd of its Piopertie at Strength and Office: 
This is the aarcery of Edward's Wite, 

Who in conjunction with that Harlot Shore, 

And other like coated rate midnight Hags, 

By force of potent Spells, of bloody Characters, 
And Conjurations horrible to hear, 

Call Fiends and SpeQres from the yawning Deep, 
And ſet the Miniſters of Hell at work, , 

To torture and deſpoil me of my Life. 

Haſt: If they have done this Deed — 

Glo. If they have done it! E 
Talkeſt thou to me of It's, audacious Traitor! 

Thou art that Strumpet Witch's chief Abettor, 
The Patron and Complotter of her Miſchiets, 
And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death. | 
Nay, 


R > HE 4 , 
2 15 9 4 * A 1 
— REY . 6m . — n 


—— , 
„ 


1 


* r 


N 
4 
+ 
F 
is 
9 
b 
j 
F 


Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land-. 
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Nay, ſtart not, Lords. — What ho! a Guard there, Sirs! 


Enter a Guard. 


Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of High-Treaſon, 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away, 

He ſha*not live an Hour. By holy Paul! 

F will not dine before his Head be brought me: 
Ratcliffe, {tay you, and ſee that it be done. 

The rett that love me, riſe and follow me. 


[Exeunt Glo'ſter, and Lord. following. 


Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliffe, and Guards. 


Haſt. What! and no more but this 
Scaffold! 
Oh gentle Ratcliffe! tell me, doT hold thee ? 
Or it I dream, what ſhall [do to wake, 
To break; to ſtruggle thro? this dread Confuſion ? 
For ſurely Death itlelf is not ſo painful 
As is this ſudden Horror and ſurprize. 
Ratc. You heard, .the Duke's Commands to me were 
2blojute,. 
Therefore, my Lord, addre{s you to your ſhrift,. 
With all good (peed you may: ſummon your Courage, 
And be yourſelf : tor you mutt die this Inſtant. 
Haſt. Yes, Ratcliffe, I will take thy friendly Council, 
And die as a Man ſhonld ; tis tomewhat hard 
To call my ſcattered foirits home at once: 
But fince what muſt be, muſt be let Neceſfity 
Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 


And arm me for the Blow. *Tis but to die, 


*I1s but to venture on that common Hazard 
Which many a time in Battle I have run; 

Tis but te do, what, at that very Moment, 

In many Nations of the peopled Earth, 

A thoutand and a thouſand ſhall do with me; 
Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut out Day. ight, 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 

No longer to behold the Tyrant Glo her, 
And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, 

The Deſolation, ſlaughter and Calamities, 
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Enter Alicia. 


Alic. Stand off! and let me paſs I will, I muſt, 
Catch himonce more in theſe deſpairing Arms, 
And hold him to my Heart—Oh Haſtings, Haſtings ! 
Haſt. Alas! Why com'ſt thou at this dreadful Mo- 


ment 


* 


bo fil me with new Terrors, new Diſtractions, 


To turn me wild with thy diſtemper“d Rage, 
And hock the Peace of my departing Soul; 
Away! I prithee leave me! 

Alic. Stop a Minute. 
Till my full Griefs find Paſſage Oh the Tyrant 
Perdition fall on Glo'ſter's Head and mine. 

Faſt. What means thy frantic Griet ? 

Alic. I cannot ſpeak— 

Put Thave murder'd thee ——— oh I could tell thee! 
laſt. Speak, and give eaſe to thy conflicting Paſſions ; 

he quick, nor keep ine longer in Suſpenſe, 

Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding Thoughts 

oak in at once; this Way and that they ſnatch, 

They tear my hurry'd Soul: all claim Attention, 

And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 

Vor! have Buſineſs would employ an Age, 

And but a Minute's time to get it dane in. 

Alic. That, that's my Grief— tis | that urge thee on, 
Thus hunt thee to the Toil, ſweep thee from Earth, 
And drive thee down this Precipice ot Fate. 

oye OP Rea ſon is prawn wild. Could thy weak 

and „ 
Bring on this mighty Ruin à If it could, 
What hare I done fo grievous to thy Soul, 
So deadly. fo beyond the reach of Pardon, 
That nothing but my Lite can make Atonement 2 

Alic. Thy crue] Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 
And ſet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 
Raving and mad I flew to my Revenge, 

And writ J know not what—told the Protector, 
1 deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee, 

o plot againſt his Greatneſ He believ<d it, 

(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Council) 


And 
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For ine, the Snares of Death aie, wound about me, 
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And wh'le I meant Deſtruction on her Head, 
H'has turn*d 't all on thine. 

Ha Accurſed Jealouſy! - 
O mercileſs, wild, unforgiving Fiend ! 
Blind fold it runs te undiſtinguiſh'd Mi (chief, 
And murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rage, 
For there is none ſo deadly; doubly curs*d 
Be all thole eaſy Fools who give it Harbour: 


Who turn a Monſter loſe among Mankind, 


Fiercer than Famine, War, or (potted beſtilence; 


Bane ful as Death, nad Horrible as Heil. - 
Alic. If thou wilt curſe, cure rather thine own 


Falſhood ; 
Curſe the leud Manas: of thy perjur'd Ser, 
Which taught thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
Jo ſcorn the ſolemn Sanctity of Oaths, 
And make a Jeft of a poor Woman's Ruin : 
Curſe thy proud Heart, and thy infulting Tongue, 


| Thatrais'd this fatal F ury in my Soul, 


And urg'd my Vengeance to undo us both. - 

Haſt Oh thou inhuman! turn thy Eyes away, 
And blaſt me not with their deftruQive Beams: 
Why ſhould I curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
Be gone! and let me figh it out in peace. 


Alice. Can'ſt thon—oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 


Hear me, I beg thee l conjure thee, hear ne! 
While with an ago nizing Heart, I\\wear; 

By all the Pangs I feel, by ai the Sorrows, 

The Terrors and Deſprir thy Lois ſhall give ne, | 
My Hate was on my Rival bent aJone. 

Oh had I once divin'd falſe as thou art, 

A Danger to thy Lie, I would have dy'd, 

I wou!ld have met it for thee, and made bare 

My ready faithful Breaſt to ſave thee front it. 


Flat. Now mark! and tremble at Heaven's juſt award, 


While thy intatiate Wrath and fell Revenge 

pur fu'd the Innocence which never wrong thee, 
Behold! the Miſchief falls on thee and me; 
Remorſe and Heavineſs of Heart ſhall wait hee, 
And ee Anguifh be thy Poßtion: 


And: 
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And now, in one poor Moment I am gone. 

Ol! if thou haſt one tender Thought remaining, 
Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knees, 11 
And recommend my parting Soul to Mercy. 

Alic. Oh! yet, before | go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and Pity to me, { Kneeling. 
And in compaſſion of my ſtreng Affliction, 

Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 

The fatal Raſhneſs of ungovern'd Love? A 
For oh ! *tis certain if 1 had not lov'd thee, 

Beyond my Peace, my Reaton, Fame and Life, 

Deſir*d to Death, and doated to Diltraction, 

This Day of Horror never ſhould have known vs. 

Haſt. Oh! rife, and let me hufh thy ſtormy Sorrows, 
| N [Raiſing her. 
Aſſua ge thy Tears, for 1 will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair One. 
| ſee the Hand of Heav'n is arni'd againit me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees 


To puniſh.me by thy miſtaking Hand. 


Molt righteous Doom! tor, oh! while I behold thee, 


Thy Wrongs rife up in terrible Array, 
And charge thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame, 
Thy ſpotleis Beauty, Innocence, and Youth, 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted, and betray'd, by me. 

Alic. And does thy Heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh! that inhuman G/:\zer could be mov'd, 
But half fo eaſily as can pardon! 

Hajt. Here then exchange we mutually Forgiveneſs, 
So may the.guilt of all my broken Vows, | | 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As here my Soul acquits thee of wy Death, 
As here I part without one angry Thought, 
As here I leave thee with the ſoiteſt Tenderneſs, 
Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 
And begging Heay'n to bleſs and to ſupport” thee. 

Ratc, My Lord, diſpatch ;. the Duke has lent to 
5 chide me i | | 

or loit'ring in my Duty. 

Haſt. 5 8 | 

Alic. Inſatiate, favage Monſter ! Is a Moment 
* 80 
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So tedious to thy Malice? oh! repay him, 
Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood: ſhim ! 
Guilt haunt him! Fiends purſue him! Lightnings blaſt 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death ofertake him, 
Sudden, ad 1 in the Fulneſs of his Sins ! 
That he may know how terrible it is, 
To wan: thi: Moment he denies thee now. 

Hat. Lis all in vain, this Rage that tears thy Boſom ; ; 
Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, 
Thou beat thyſelf to Death. Retire I beg thee ; 
To ſee thee thus, thou know*lt not how it wounds me. 
Thy Agonies are added to my own, 
And make the Burthen more than I can bear. 


I 
q 
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Farewell Good Angels vifit thy Afffictions, : 
And bring thee Peace and Comtort from abou e. Ir 
Alci. Oh! ſtab me to the Heart, ſome p't:ing Hand, Be 
Now ftrike me dead— . ol 
Hat. One thing 1 had forgot Pr 
charge thee by our preſent common Mile: s, Or 
By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a Name, W 
By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, Di 
The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend: An 
Let not the Rancour of thy Hate purſue; her, a 
Thou know "it who 'tis | mean ; oh! ſhould'ſt thou wrong Shi 
Juſt Heaven ſhall double all thy Voes upon thee, Ga 
And make em know no End Remen:ber this In 
As the laſt Warning of a dying Man: = 
Farewell for ever ! [The Guards carry Haſtings . 1 
Alic. For ever? Oh! for ever! Ho 
Oh! who can bear to be a Wretch for ever! ms 
% Rival too! his laſt thoughts hung on her: To 
And, as he parted, left a lefling for her. | 1 
Shall ſhe be bleft, and I be curſt, for ever! | | Ho 
No; fince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 4 y 
Of all my Suff ring, let her ſhare my Pains : Sub 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, | | Ak 
Devote the hour when ſuch a Wretch was born: | I 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 306 


Abtor the Day, and curſe the golden Sun; 
Caſt ev'ry Good, and ev'ry H ope behind ; 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind : 


{t 


8 


ke 


The moſt, ſuch Iron hearts we are, and ſuch 
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Like me, with Cries diſtracted fill the Air; | 


Tear her poor boſom, rend her frantic Hair ; 
And prove the Torments ef the laſt Deſpair. [Ex. 


S 


——— — — — — — 


AC r v. Se 


The STREET. 
Enter Bellmour, and Dumont or Shore. 


| SA. 
O U ſaw her then? | 
Bell. I met her as returning | | 
In ſolemn Penance fram the public Croſs : | 
Before her, certain raſcal Officers, 
Slaves in Authority, the Knaves of Juſtice, 
Preclaim'd the Tyrant Glo fler's cruel Orders. 
On either fide her march'd an ill-Jook'd Prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, 
Did ever and anon by turns upbraid her, 
And thunder in her trembling Ear Damnation, 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow*d, 
Shouldring each other, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting ard reviling ; 
Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few! 


The baſe Barbarity of human Kind, 
With Inſolence and leud Reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing, and wita villanous hands » 
Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head. BO 

Shore. Inhuman Dogs! 
How did ſhe bear it! 

Bell. With the gentleſt Patience, 
dubmiſſive, fad, and lowly was her Look; 
A burning Taper in her hand ſhe bore, 
And on her Shoulders careleſly conſus*d 
With looſe Neglect her lovely I reſſes hung; 
Upon her Cheek a faintiſh bluſh was ſpread, 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 


While 


| 
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While bare- foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement, 
Her Footſteps all along were mark*d with bloed. 
Yet filent ſtill the paſs'd and unrepining ; 
Her ſtreaming Eves bent ever on the Earth, 
Except when in ſome hitter Pang of Sorrow, 

To Heaven fhe ſeem'd in fervent EZeal to raiſe them, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny'd her here. 

Shore. When A this piteous Sg ? 

Bell. Thete laſt two Days, 
You know my Care was wholly bent on you, 
To fd the happy Means of your Delivfrance, 
Which but for Haftings' Death I had not in' d. 
During that Time, altho' J have not ſeen her, 
Vet divers truſty Meſſengers IF ve ſent, 

'To wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 

Ts give her ſome Relief; but all in vain: 
A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, 
V ho menace thoſe with Death chat bring her Comfort, 
And drive all Succour from her. 
Shore. Let 'em threaten ; 
Let proud Oppreſſion prove its fie rceſt Milte. ; 
So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vor. 
To give her Help, and ſhare one Fo: tune with her. 
Bell. Mean you to lee her, thus, in your own Form? 4 
Shore. I do. 
Bell. And have you thought vpon the Conſequence ? Fm" 
Shore What is there | ſhould fear? 
Bell. Have you examin*d 
Into your inmoſt Heart, and try*d at leiſure 
The ſev'ral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions? 
Has Mercy fix*d her Empire there ſo ivre, 
That Wrath ard Vengeance never way return? 
Can you reſume a Huſband's Name, and bid 
That wake ful Dragon, fierce Reſentment, ſleep? 
Shore. Why doſt chou fearch ſo deep, and urge my 
| Memory 
To conjure up my Wrongs to Life again? 
I have long labour'd to forget mylelt, 
To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 
Idle and void, where nothing efer had Being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again; Revenge 


And 


And Jealouſy renew their horrid Form.. 

WE Shoot all their Fires and drive me to Diſtraction. 

Bell. Far be that thought from me! my Care was only 

Lo arm you for the Meeting: Better were it 

ever to ſee her, than to let that Name 

WRccall forgotten Rage, and make the Huſband 

Veſtroy the gen'rous Pity of Dumont. | 

= Shore. Oh! thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain at work, 

and now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 

which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt aſide, 

and ſunk in deep Oblivion — Oh that Form! 
hat Angel face on which my Dotage hung! 

ow have gaz'd upon her! 'till my Soul 

Wich very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 

and iſſu'd at my Eyes——Was there a Gem 

Which the Sun ripens in the Indian Mine, 

Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, 

What was there Art could make, or Wealth cou'd buy, 

Which I have left unſought, to deck her Beauty? 

MWhat cou'd her King do more? - And yet ſhe fled.” 
Bell. Away with that fad Fancy. 

Shore. Oh! that Day! 
The Thought of it muſt live for ever with me, 

met her, Bellmour, when the royal Spoiler 


Withia his Chariot by his Side ſhe ſate, 

And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks; 

Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, 

[Her Eyes encounter'd mine——Oh! then, my Friend ! 

On! who can paint my Grief and her Amazement ! 

As at the ſtroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 

[And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
Then, with a Shriek, Heart-wounding, loud ſhe cry'd, 

White down her Checks the guſhing Torrents ran 

Fat falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe wrung— 

iMviov'd at her Grief, the tyrant Raviſher, 

ich courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn; 

Larne't he ſeem'd to plead ; but all in vain ; 

Ey'n to the aſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 

| And follow'd me- till I had Joſt myſelf, | 

uk Bell. Alas! for pity! Oh! thoſe ipeaking Tears! 
| 2 Could 
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Bore her in Triumph from my widow*d Home ! | F 


A a * * * 
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Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you ? 
And tho* the King by Force poſſeſs'd her Verion, 
Her unconſenting Heart dwelt ſtill with you ? 
If all her former Woes were not enough, 
Look on her now, behold her where | th wanders, 
Hunted to Death, diſtreſ: d on every ſide, 
With no one hand tohelp; and tell me then, 
It ever Miſery were known like her's ? 
Shore. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the beating of a Storm fo rude ? 
Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang'd, 
J court her Appetite, and crown her Board, 
ror whom the loreign Vintages were preſs'd, 
For u hom the Merchant ſpread his ſilken Stores, 
Can ſhe 
Intreat ior Biead, and want the needful Raiment, 
Jo wrap her ſhivering Boſom from the Weather ? 
V\ hen the was mine, no Care was ever nigh her. 
thought che gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spring 
Too rough to breathe upon her; Chearfulneſs 
5 c*d.all the Day before her; and at Night 
Salt Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow 
Now {ad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 
Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 
Drops from ton.e Penthouſe on her wretched Head, 
Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold. 
It is too much Hence with her paſt Offences, 
I bey ate aton dat ſull— Why ſtay we then? 
»Oh! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 
Cell, Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, 
] hear the poor abandon'd Creature lingers ! 
Her Guard, tho' ſet with ſtricteſt Watch to keep 
All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the Stieets, there chooſe her Bed, 
And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. 
 S$hoze. Here let us then divide, each in his Round, 
Jo ſearch her Sorrows out; whoſe Hap it is 
Firſt to be hold her, this Way let him lead 
Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together. 
| [Exeunt. 


Enter 


12 


nd, 


int. 


ter 


Serv. Hold, Miſtreſs, whither wou' d you? 


6 


ders, and bare footed. 
Fa, $h. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur oh my Soul. 


Por are not thy Franſgreſſions great and numberleſs? 


Do they not cover thee like riſing Floods, 
And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down * 


= Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs affliQ thee ? 
<2 | And who ſhall plead againft it? Who ſhall ſay 
EZ To Pow'r Almighty, Thou haſt done enough ?. 
{i Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance, ſtay 4 
Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours 


Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, 
And lay thee down in Death The Hireling thus 
With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 

And often looks with long expecting Eyes 

To fee the Shadows riſe, and be diſmiſs'd. | 
And hark methinks the Roar that late purſu'd ne, 
Sinks like the Murmuts of a falling Wind, 


And ſoftens into Silence. Does Revenge 


And Malice then grow weary and forſake me? 


| My Guard too, that obſerv'd me ſtill fo cloſe, 


Tire in the Taſk of their inhuman Office, 

And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, | 
My Spirits fail at once This is the Door 
Of my Alicia-——3lefſed Opportunity! 

PI] ſteal a little Succour from her Goodneſs, 
Now, while no Eye. obſerves me. | 
[She knacks at the Door. 
Enter Servant. | 


Is your Lady, | | | 
My gentle Friend, at home? oh! bring me to he 
| | [ Going in. 


| | [ Putting her back, 
Ja $h, Dy von not know me? | 
Serv. I know you well, and know my Orders tog, 
You muſt not enter here. | 
Ja. SH. Tell my Alicia, 
'Tis I would ſee her. 
Serv. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſiter. 
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Ja. Sh. But tell her | 
Tis I, her Friend, the Partner of her Heart, 
Wait at the Door and beg | | 


Serv. Dis all in vain, 


Go hence, and. howl to thoſe who will regard you. = Th 
* ; [Shuts the Door, and Exit. Th 
a. SH. It was not always thus; the time has been, Th 
When this unfriendly Door, that bars my Paſſage, . See 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges Gi. 
Jo give me Entrance here; hen this good Houſe T5 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me; = 
When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, WO! 
And ev'ry Face was dre's*d in Smiles to meet me, Th: 
But now tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, An 
Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, Son 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here! == A \ 
l She fits down at the Door. 4 

Enter Alicia in Dijerder 3 two Servants following. 15 
Alic. What Wtetch art thou whoſe Miſery and Baſeneſſ Nor 
Hang en my Door; whole hateſul Whine of Woe - "The 
Breaks in upon my Sorrows, and diſtracts 3 Leſt 
My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry? 4 
Fa. Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wreitch indeed, = And 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 9 5 Tha 
For Succour here; one periſhing for Want; ; | he 
Whote riunger has net taſted Food theſe three Days; A 
And humbly aſks bor Charity's dear fake, he 
A Draught of Water and a little Bread. hi, 
Alic, And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread ? The 

I know thee not Go——hunt for it abroad, Grin 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have ſcatter'd it, And 
Or caſt it on the Waters————Mark the Eagle, = Hart 
And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey; And 
Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed. lis 
And ſeek thy Food with them l know thee not. 2 
| Ja. Sh. And yet there was a Time, when my Alicia 2 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Blefling ; And 
And mourn'd that live-long Day ſhe paſs*d without me, . 4 
When pair'd like Turtles, we were ftill together, Wu) 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, Eh And 


| In- 
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Tkclining fondly te me ſhe has ſworn, 
She lov'd- me more than all the World beſide. 
Alic, Ha! ſay'ſt thou! let me look upon thee well 
Tis true—lT know thee now—A Miſchief on thee !. 
XX Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed She, | 
nat ſet my Brain a madding. Thou haſt robb'd me; 
EX Thou haſt undone me Murder! oh my Haſtings !. 
see his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me! 
gie him me back again, thou ſoft Deluder, . 
Thou beauteous Witch 
J. SB. Alas I never wrong! d you 
O] then be good to me; have Pity on me: 
Thou never kuew'ſt the Bitterneſs of Want, 
And may'ſt thou never know it. Oh! beſtow ' 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 
A Morſel to ſupport my famiſh*d Soul. 
Alic, Avaunt ! and come not near me 
Fa. SH. To thy Hand 
] truſted all, gave my whole Store to thee ; ; 
Nor do I aſk it back, allow me but 
"The ſmalleſt Pittance, give me but to eat, 
Leſt I fall down and periſh here before thee. [ward, . 
Alic. Nay! tell not me! Where is the King, thy Ed 
And all the ſmiling cringing Train of Courtiers, . 
That bent the Knee before thee ; - | 
Fa. SH. Oh! for Mercy!“ | 
Alic. Mercy! I know it not for I am miſerable. - 
III give thee Miſery, for here ſhe dwells ; 
This 1s her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, 
The Bird of Night fits ſcreaming o'ef the Roof, 
Grim Spectres ſweep along the 
And nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. 
Hark! fomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters! 
And ſee the nodding Ruin falls to craſh me! 
'Tis fail'n, 'tis here! I feel it on my Brain! 
I Serv. This Sight diſorders her 
2 Serv; Retire, dear Lady 
| And leave this Woman | | 
| Alic. U et her take my Council! | 
Why ſhouldeſt thou be a Wretch? ſtab, tear thy Heart, 
And rid thyſelf. of this deteſted Being, 
C3 [ wo'not-: 
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I wo'not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving Flood of biueiſh Fire ſwells ober me; 
And now *tis out, and Jam drown'd in Blood. 
Ha! what art thou ! Thou hoirid headlets Trunk? 
It is my Haflings ! See! he waits me on! 
Away! I go! I fly! I follow thee 


But come not thou with Mitchief-making Beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 


_ Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions ofer; 


For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 


[She runs off, her Servants follewing, 


Fa. SH. Alas! ſhe raves ; her Brain, I fear, is turn d, 
In Mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, | | 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 

Sure | am near upon my Journey's end: / 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my ſight : 


I can no more, [/ies down] receive me thou cold Earth! 


Thou common Parent, take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 
Enter Bellmour. 

Bell. Upon the Ground! 
Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower: 
Look up, thou poor affited one! Thou Mourner- 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, 
W hoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 


And bind thee to their Bofoms ?!——T hus with thee, 


Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſai), 
For ture thou art the Siſter of our Loves, 
And nothing ſhall divide us Now where are they 


Fa. Sh. Ah! Bellmnur, where indeed! They ſtand 
And view my Deſolation from afar; ſalogf, 


When they paſs by, they ſhake their Heads in ſcorn, 
An Cry, behold the Harlot and her End! 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to pity me! 
Alas! there may be Danger, get thee gone! 
| et me not pull a Ruin on thy Head, 
' Leave me to die alone, for I am fall'n 


Never to rife, and all Relief is vain. 
Bell. 


Yo 


Oh 


ell. 


Then Heav'n has heard my Pray'r, his very Name 


He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 
For now he wears your better. Angel's Form, 
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Bell. Vet raiſe thy drooping Head; or IT am come. 


To chaſe away Deſpair : behold wher- onder 
That honeſt Man, that faithful brave Dumont, 


Is haſting te thy Aid 
Ja. SH. Dumont! Ha! Where! 


[Raifing herſelf. and looking about. 


Renews the Springs of Life, and Cheers my. Soul. 
Has he then ſcap'd the Snare? 
Bell. He has, but fee 


And comes to viſit you with Peace and Pardon. 
Enter Shore. | 
7a. SH. Speak, tell me ! which i is he ? and oh? what 


would 
This Dreadful Viſion ! See it comes upon me 
It is my Huſband—ah ! „ 8 0005 


Shore. She faints ! ſupport her! 
Suſtain her Head, while I infule this Cordial * 
into her dying Lips from ſpicy Drugs, 


Rich Herbs and Flow'rs, the potent juice is drawn; 


With wondrous Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, 
Drives *em around, and weakens Lite anew, 
Bell. Her weakneſs could not bear the ſtrong Surprize, 
Put fee, ſhe ftirs! And the returning Blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 
Upon her aſhy Cheek 


Shore. So—gently raiſe her 


Raifing her up, 
Ja. $h. Ha, what art thou! Bellmour ! | 
Bell. How fare you, Lady? 

Fa. Sb. My Heart is thrill with Horror 
Bell. Be of Courage 

Your Huſband lives ! 'tis he, my worthieſt Friend 
Fa. Sh. Still art thou there 1 ſtill doit thou Tony 

round me, 

Oh, ſave me, Eellmour, from his Angry Spade! 

Fell. "Tis he himſelf !—he lives !—Iook u p 
Fa. SH. I dare not! 
on that my Eyes could ſhut him out for ever 


5 


Shore, 
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Shore. Am I fo hateful then, ſo deadly to thee, . 
To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror ?. Since I'm grown 
A Burden to the World, myſelf and thee, . 
Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to ſee thee more. 
Ja. SH. Oh thou moſt injur'd—doſt thou live indeed? 
Fall then ye Mountains on my guilty Head, 


Hide me, ye Rocks, within your (ſecret Caverns; 2; 
Caſt thy black Veil upon Shame, O Night ! : 
And ſhield me with thy ſable Wing for ever. 1 

Shore. Why doſt thou turn away? -- Why tremble thus? 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, p 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to. Horror? 6 
Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind thee, . 4 

And let 'em never vex thy Quiet more. 

My arms, my Heart ate open to receive thee, p 

To bring thee back to thy foriaken Home, 5 
With tender Joy, with toad forgiving Love, Vc 
And all the longings of my firſt Deſires. pr 

Ja. $5, No, arme thy Brow with Vengeance; and _ 

a | i Ar 

The Miniſter of Heav'n's enquiring Juſtice. 
Array thyſelf all terrible for Judgment, 
Wrath in thy Eyes, and Thunder in thy Voice: 
Pronounce my Sentence, and 1t yet there be Sa 

| A Woe have not felt, inflict it on me. Ye 

Shore. The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat ; : yy 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. NM 
The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy Weakneſs, Ar 
Nor proud Oppreflion grind thy humble Soul. | 

Ja. $5. Art thou not ris'n, by Miracle from Death? 

Thy Shroud is,fall'n from off thee, and.the Grave M 
Was bid to picc thee up, that thou might'ſt come Ar 
The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me, VI 
Jo ſeal my Feace, and bleſs me ere I go. : 
Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, W 
And weep my Gratitude for ever there; M 
Give me your Drops, ye ſoft deſcending Rains, 2 

AI! 


Give me your Streams, ye never ceaſing Springs, 
That my fad Eyes may fil ſupply my Duty, 

And ſeed an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. 

. Shore. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits I have long 
f : Beheld>- 
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Beheld, unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance ; 

Therefore my Heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 

And holds thee white, as unoff-nding Innocence : 

Therefore in ſpite of cryel Cle er's Rage, 

Soon as my Friend had broke my Priſon-Doors, 

I flew to thy aſſiſtance. Let us haſte, 

Nor while Occafion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 

Foriake this Place of Shame, and fnd a Shelter. 
7a. Sh. What ſhall I fay to you? But I obey.—— 
Shore, Lean on my Ari 
Ja. Sh. Alas! I'm wond'rous faint : | 

But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three days. 
Shore. Oh mercileſs ! look here, my Love, I've brought 

Some rich Con ſerves [ thee 
Fa. Sh. How can you be ſo good? 

But you were ever thus; I well remember - 

With fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 

You laviſh'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures, 

Preventing every Wilh: have you forgot 

The coſtly String of Pearl you brought me home, 

ni ty'd about my Neck : How could I leave you? 
Hare. Taſte ſome of this, or this 


a. G. You're ſtrangely alter d 

Say, gentle Bellnour, is he not? How pale 

Your Viſage is become ? Your Eyes are hollow, 

Nay, you are wrinkled too—Alas the Day ? 

My wretchednefs haft coſt you many a Tear, 

And many a bitter Pang, fince laſt we parted. | 
Shore. No more of that, thou talk'ſt, but doſt not eat. 
Fa. Sh. my feeble Jaws igrget thir common Office, 

My taſteleſs Tongue cleaves to the eras Roof, 

And now a gen'ral Loathing grows upon me= 

Oh, I am fickat Heart! : 
Shore. Thou murd'rous Sarrow! | 

Wo't thou ſtill drink her Blood, purſue her ſtill ! 

Muit ſhe then die ! Oh, my poor Penitent, 

Speak Peace to thy ſad Heart. She hears me not; 

Brief maſters ev'ry Senſe—help me to hold her. 


- 


Enter Cateſby, with a Guard. 


Cat. Seize on 'em bath, as Traitors to the * 
Bell. 


a 


„ M NE SHORE 


"Bell. What means this Violence! 
. [Guards lay hold of Shore aud Bellmoutr. 
Cat. Have we not feund you, | | 
In ſcorn of the ProteQtor's ſtrict Command, 

Aſſiſting this baſe Woman, and abetting 

Her Infamy? . 

Shore. In famy on thy Head! 

Thou Tool of Pow'r, thou Pander to Authority! 

F tell' thee, Knave, thou know'lt of none ſo virtuous, 

And the that bore thee was an Mtbiap to her. 

Cat. You'll anſwer this at full Away with em. 
Shore. Is Charity grown Treafon to your Court? 

What honeſt Men would live beneath ſuch Rulers? 

Jam content that we ſhould die together — — 

Cat. Convey the Men to Priſon ; but for her, 

Leave her to hunt her Fortune as ſhe may. 


Oh! muſt he die for me? 7 
[ Following him as he is carried off —She falls. 
Shore. Inhuman Villiins! [Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on her 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with her cold Hand. 


Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror; 

He ſhall offend no more, tor I wiil die, 

And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter. 
Larry a little, but a little longer, 

And take my laſt Breath with you: 

Shore. Oh my Love! 

Why have I liv'd to fee this bitter Moment, 

This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former! 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me 

With ſuch an earneit, ſuch a piteoss Look, 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome ſad Meaning 
- Thou could'tt.not ſpeak ! —— 
i Ja. $h. Forgive me! but forgive me! 

Shore. Be witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 

Such Veeicy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul | 
Accords to thee, and begs of Hes v'n to ſhew thee ; 
May ſuch befall me at my lateſt Hour, | 

And. wake my Portion bleſs'd or curs'd for ever. 
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Ja. $h. I will not part with him or me! — for me? 


Ja. Sh. Was this Blow wanting to compleat my Ruin! 


Ja. 


8 \\ her 
| From 


I $HAO0OK & 59 
Ja. H. Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in Peace 
is very dark, and T have. loſt you new 
47, Was there not ſomerhin g I would have bequeath* d you ? 
But | have nothing leſt me to beſtew. 
Nothing but one lad Sigh. Oh Mercy, Heaven Dies. 

Bel. There fled the Soul, | 
And left her Load of Meſery behind. 
| Shore. Oh my Heart's Treaſure ! Is this pale ſad Viſage 
All that remains of thee? are theſe dead Eyes 
The J. ight that cheer my Soul? O heavy Hour! 

But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 

Till | am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 

| What, muſt we e part then ? will you | 
[To the Guards taking him away. 
Fare thee well _—_— [Niffing her. 
Now execute your Tyrant's Will, and 3 me 

lo Bonds, or Death, 'tis equally. indifferent. 

Bell. Let thoſe, who view this ſac Exaniple, know, 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage Vow, | 
And teach their Children in ſucceeding Limes, 

No conmon Vengeance waits upon theſe Crimes ; 
When fuch ſevere Repentance could not fave 

From Want, from Shame, and an untimely Grave. 
¶Exeunt. 


EPILOGU EF, 


Spoken 8 Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


E modeſl 8 all ye virtueus Wiwes, | 
Who lead with horrid Huſbands. decent Lives; b 
You, who for all you are in ſuch a taking, 
Jo ſee your Spouſes drinking, gaming, raking, 
Tet make a Conſcience ſtill of Cuckild making ; 


What 
ae. 
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W bat can we ſay your Pardon to obtain? | 

| This Matter here was prev d againſt poor Jane: 
Sbe never once deny'd it, but in bort, 

Whimper'd—— and cry*d—ſweet Sir, Em forry for't. 
*7 as well he met a kind, good natur d Soul. 

We are not all jo eaſy to controul : 

I fancy one might findin this good Town 

Some wou'd ha' told the Gentleman his vaun; 

Hawe anſwer'd ſmart, — To what do you pretend, 
Blockhead !—As if I muſtfnt fee a Friend: | 
Tell me, of Hackney Coaches—Jaunts to the City— 
Where ſhou'd I buy my China—Faitk, I'll fit ye— 
Our Wife was of a milder, mecker Spirtt ; 


You Lor ds and Maſters !—wwas not that fome Merit £ 


Don't you allow it to he virtuous Bearing, 

When ve ſubmit thus to your demineering 

Well, Peace be with her, fhe did wrong moſt jurely, 
But jo do many more who lack demurely. 

Nor ſhou'd our mourning Madam weep alone, 

There are more Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 

If the reforming Stage ſbould fall toſbaming, 

Ill. nature, Pride, Hypecriſy, and Gaming; 

The Poels frequently might move Compaſſion, 

And with dhe Tragedies der- run the Nation, 

Then judge the fair O fender, with Guod- nature, 

And let your Felloau feeling curb your Satire. 

What if our Neighbours have ſome little Failing, 

Muſt wwe needs fall to Damning and to Railing © 

For our Excuſe too, be it under ſt:d, | 
That if the Woman was not quite jo good, 
Her Lover was a King, fhe Fleſh and Blood. 

Arid fince ſh* has dearly paid the ſinful Score, 
Be kind at laſt, and pity poor JANE SHORE. og 
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To the Right Honourable | 
CHARLES, Lord HaiLirax, 


My LoRD, 


F I could have the Vanity to make 
| a merit of Dedicating this TRra- 
GcEDyY, I ſhould here take an op- 
- portunity of telling you, that 1 
am, in this, endeavouring to make the beſt 
and only return I am capable of, for all 
thoſe marks of exceeding Goodneſs and 
Humanity, which I have ſtill had the Ho- 
nour to meet with from your Lordſhip. But 
ſince the matter is quite otherwiſe ; ſince it 
is highly to my Advantage to ſhelter myſelf. 
under ſo great a Name; ſince I have done 
myſelf ſo much Honour by it; Iam bound 
to own, with all the Gratitude I am capable 
of, that your Lordſhip's Patronage is a new 
and will be a laſting Obligation upon me. 
Moſt kinds of Poetry, but eſpecially 
TRAGEDIES, come into the World now, 
like Children born under ill Stars; a gene- 
ral Indifference, or rather diſinclination, at- 
tends like a bad influence upon 'em; and 
after having buſtled thro' ill uſage, and a 
dort Life, they ſleep and are forgotten. 
The reliſh of Things of this kind is certain- 
ly very much alter'd from what it was ſome 
time ſince; and tho' I won't preſume to 
cenſure other People's pleaſures, and pre- 
(cribe to the various Taſtes of Mankind; yet 
A 2 Ie 
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DE D FCAT FN: 
1 will take the liberty to ſay, that thoſe who 
ſcorn to be entertain'd like their Fore- Fa- 


thers, will hardly ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable 
a Diverſion ina the room of that which they 


have laid aſide. I could wiſh there were 


not ſo much reaſon as there is to attribute 
this change of Inclinations to a diſeſteem of 
Learning itſelf. Too many People are apt] 


to think, that Books are not neceſſary to the 


finiſhing the Character of a fine Gentleman; 
and are therefore eaſily drawn to deſpilc 


what they know nothing of. But, my Lord, 


among all theſe wortifyirg thoughts, it 1 


Nail a pleaſure to the Mules, to think there 


are ſome Men of too delicate Underſtar- 
dilings to give into the Taſtes of a deprav'd 


but the Will, to protect thoſe Arts which 
they Love, becaule they are Maſters of em. 
It would be very eaſy for me to diſtin: 


Age; Men nh have not only the Power, 
] 


guiſh one amor g thoſe few, after the mol 
advantageous Manner; but all Men of com- 


mon Senſe havc concurr'd in doing it already, 


and there is no need of a Panegyric. 


I could be almoſt tempted to expoſtulate 
with the reſt of the World (for I am ſure 
there 1s no occaſion to make an Apology to 
your Lordſhip) in defence of Poetry. I am 
far from thinking of a good Poet, as the 
Stoics did of their Wiſe-man, that he was 
ſufficient for every thing, could be every 
thing, and excel in every thing as he pleas'd; 


yet ſure J may be allow'd to ſay, that the 


Brightneſs, Quickneſs, that ſtrength and 


Greatneſs 


by it, 


atord 
My 


- the Honour of an Art which 


DTU 
Greatneſs of thinking, which is requir'd in 
any of the noble kinds of Poetry, Would 
raiſe a Man to an uncommon Diſtinction in- 
any Profeſſion or Buſineſs, that has a relati-- 
on to good Senſe and Underſtanding, Oae: 
modern inſtance can at leaſt be given, where 
the ſame Genius that ſhone in Poetry, was 


found equal to the firſt employments of the 
State; and where the ſame Man, Who by 


his Virtue and Wiſdom was highly uſeful to, 
and inſtrumental in the ſafety and happineſs 
of his native Country, had been equally or- 
namental to it in his Wit. * 
This is what I could not help ſaying, for 
| has been: 
formerly the Favourite of the greateſt Men, 
Not that it wants a Recommendation to your 
Lordſhip, who have always been a conſtant 
and generous Protector of it. This indeed 
would be much more properly ſaid to the 
World, and when I have told 'em what Men 
have equally adorn'd it, and been adorn'd 
by it, I might not unfitly apply to em what 
Horace ſaid to the Piſos, | 
Ne forte: Pudori 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyræ ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 
For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions to 
Verſe, I ſhall, I confeſs, think better even of 
nem, than T have ever yet done, if they ſhall 
ford me the Honour to be always thought, 
My Lord, Your Lordſbip's moſt obedient, _ 
and devited bumble Servant. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mr. BET TEA TOx. 


\INCE to your fan d Fore Fathers quite contrary, 


You from their Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom, Vary; 


What Art, what Method, ſball the Poet find, 
Tobit the Taſte of each fantaſtic Mind? 
' Legions of Feys your wandÞring Fancies lead, 
Like Summer Flies, which in the Shambles breed; 
Each Tear they ſwarm anew, and to the laſt ſucceed. 
Time was, when Fools by Fellowſhip were known ; 
But now they ſtray; and in this populous Town 
Each Coxcomb bas a Folly of his own, 
Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome Play, vst ta forget 
Feur Piquet Parties, and your dear Baſſet. 
Some praiſe, ſame rail, ſome bow, and ſome mate Faces 
Your Country Squires hunt Foxes, your . Places. 
The City too fills up the various Scene, 
Where Fools lay Wagers, and where Wiſe Men win. 
One rails at Czlia for a late Miſchance ; 
One g-umbles, and cries us the Pour of France. 
This Man talks Politics, and that takes Pills; 
One cures bis own, and one the Nation's Ills. 

New Fidling, and the Charms of Sing-ſong, winye; 
Har monious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 
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PROLOGUE. 
4s to your Drinking——but, for That, we ſpare 70 = 


L 


Nor with your other vile Delights compare it, [ret 
There's ſomething more than ſound, there's ſenſe inCla- 
Mean while neglected Verſe, in long Diſgrace, 

» | Anongſt your many Pleaſures find no Place; 

The virtuous Laws of . Common-ſenſe for ſavearing, 
You damn us like packt Furies, without hearing. 

Each puny Whiſper here, is Wit enough, [ 31k 
With ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious fc. [ | 
To cry, This Tragedy*'s ſuch damn*d grave Stuff. 


But now we hope more equal Judges come, 
Since Flanders ſends the gen'rous War riers bone: 
You that baue fought for Liberty and Laws, © | 
Whoſe Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant aWEs, - þ+ 
Tain to afſert the finking Muſes Cauſe ; ; 
Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſi'd, 
Glows in the Hero's and the Poet's Breaſt ; | 

| The ſame great Thoughts that reuſe you to the Fight, 

Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet write. 
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Hengiſt. Kine of of —_ Sen to Sheen 
the firſt Saxon Invader of Britain. 


12 4 oo an. 
Aribert, hi Brother, WE Mr, Wilks, : 
Offa, a uren Prince. 2 8 1 Mr. Huſbands 


Seofrid, firſt Miniſter and Pavoutite to 
"he King, wt Mr. Mills. 


Ofwald, F riend to ee Mr. "I 
| . So ſtil 
. Nor b 
VV O M E. N. What 
Or wl 
| Rodogune, a Saxon Princeſs, Sifter to Mis. 2 When 
Offa, betrothed to the King. rs. Barry It 8 
| « uch 
Fihelinda, a Britiſh Lady, * | of 
| marry*d to Aribert. ; Mrs. Oldfield. K 
| ut ye 
: | If he 
Prieſts, Officers, _—_ and other Attendants. . 
| n 
Thus 
SCENE Kent, about Twenty Years Ar. 
after the firſt Invaſion of Britain 7 the They 
Saxons. beer 
| | What 
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„ 
Enter ARIBERT — Os:w AL v. 


. 
UCH- are, my Friend, the Joys our Loves have 
known, TT | N 
So ſtill to be defir'd, ſo ever new; | 
Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by Abſence.. 
Whate'er the Poets dreamt of their E/yfum, 
Or what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, . 
When Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 
But one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Lear, 
Such have we found 'em till, ſtill, ſtill the ſame, 
Ofw. Such grant, kind. Heav*n,. their Courſe to be 
for ever!! : „ 

But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Ofaald, 
f he believes you melt with too much 'Tenderneſs. ;; 
Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſs,. 
And ſinks in Softneſs, when you languiſh thus; 

Thus ſigh and murmur but for fix Days Abſence; _ 
I's Ari. Chide not; but think if eter, when thou wert 
the | FOG, apo ant, _ 

Thou lov'dſt thyſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 

Of Time, of Love, of Abſence, and Impatience. ' © 

What! ſix long Days, and never write nor ſend, 

Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, PREY 
e Were 
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Were left behind, to bring me Tidings from her: 
How, Ethelinda ! how haſt thou forgot me! 
Ofaww. Perhaps I err, but if the Pain be ſuch, 
Why is the Fair One, who alone can eaſe it, 
Thus far divided from your longing Arins ? 
Twere better nefer to part, than thus to mourn: 
Ari. Oh Ofxwald! is there not « fare! Cue I 
Thou know'ſt my Ethelinda ———— 
O/o. Is a Chriſtian ; | 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods, abhorr'd. - 
To me her diff ring Faith imports not much; 
*Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, . 
I worſhip as my Fathers did before me. 
UnpraQtis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
] feck no farther Knowledge, and lo keep 
My Mind at Peace. nor know the pain of doubting ; 
W hat others think I judge not of too nicely, | 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. 


Ari. Then know yet more; for my whole Breaſt i 


thine, | 

Even all my fecret Soul: I am a Chriſttan. 
is wonderful to tell; for oh, my Oſevalil, 
J liſten'd to the Charmer of my Heart. 
Still, as the Night that fled away, I ſate, 
J heard her with an Eloquence divine, 
| Reaſon of holy and myfterious Fruths 3 

Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man's I njuſtice; 
Of Laws to curb. the Will, and bind the Paſltons ; 
Of Life, of Death, and Famortality; 

Of gnaſhing Fiends beneath, and pains eternal; 

Of ſtarry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. 

My very Soul was aw*d, was ſhook within me; 
MethoughtI heard diftinQ, I ſaw moſt plain, 

Some Angel, in my Ethelinda's Form, 

Point out my Way to everlaſting Happineſs. __ 

' Ofw. Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great Souls, 
By Nature half divine, ſoar to the Stars, | 

And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods. 

And oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy Virtue, 
7 own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 

I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy Powers 


Inf pire 
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tice; 


ly, 


ſpire 
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Inſpire and take Delight, to dwell within thee. 
Yet Crowds will ſtill þeliey; 9 and Prięſts will OY 
As wand'ring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads. 
How. will the King and our fierce' Saxon Chief? 
Approve this Bride and Faith ? Had Royal khan, 
Thy Father liv'd !—— e 
Ari. Tis on that Rock we periſh; - / 5 
Thou bring'ſt his dreadſul Image to my Thoughts, | 
And now he ftands, before me, ſtormy, herce,. „ 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Deatn ö 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe once refolv'd., * 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems as when ſevere and ſrowning,.. 
He forc*d the King, my Brother, and myſelf, 
To kneel and ſwear at Weden's cruel Altar, 
Firſt never to forego our Country's Gods; 
Then made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations,, 
If it were either's Fortune efer to wed, 
Never to chooſe a Wife among the Chriſtians. 
Oſw. Have you not fail'd in both? 
Ari. *Tis true, I have; 
But for a Cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, 
That not thave fail'd in both, had been OE fail. 
Yes, Oſwald, by the conſcious Judge . 
So do I ſtand acquitted to myſelf, 
That were my Ethelinda free from Danger, 
On Peril of my Life I would make known, 
And to the World avow, my Love and Faith. 
Of. I dare not, nay, tis ſuie N blams yen: 
You are the ſecret Worſhip ef my Soul, 1 1 


To me ſo perfect, that you cannot err. 


But oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 
By that molt faithful Service I've ſtill paid you, 
By Love, and by the gentle Ethelinda, 
Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. 
In holy Matters, Zea] may be your guide, 
And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n; 
But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe. 
Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of things 
Beſpeaks our cooleſt Thoughts: The Britifh King, 


| Ambroſius, arms, and calls us both to Battle, 


Demanding back the ſruitful Fields of Kens,. 


12 - be Royal Convert, 


By Vortigern to royal Hengiſt givin; _ 
A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon TONE | 
Were loſt, in propping Britain's ſinking \ State. 

O/æu. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, | 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtic Fears. 
Young Offa, chief among our, Saxon Princes, 

Who at the King's Entreaty friendly came 

From northern Jutland; and the banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wrongs, / 
And wears a public Face of Diſcontentment. 

Ari. Tis ſaid he is offended, that the King 
Delays to wed his Siſter. 

Ow. Twas agreed, 

Twas made the firſt Condition of their Friendfhi 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and 2 
That beauteous.Rodogune ſhou*'d be our Queen : 

Then wherefore this "Delay 2 The Time was fix'd, 

The Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim'd to all? 
The Crowd grew jovial with the Hopes of Holydays, 


? 


And each, according to our Country's Manner, © 


Provok*d his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, 155 
And bleſs*d the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, 
The very Morn that ſhould have join'd their N oF 
The King forbad the Rites. | wins 
Ari. Two Days are paſt, 
Nor has my Brother yet diſclos'd 4 the Cauſe. 5 
Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, _ 
Then catch'd my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, 
He told me he had ſomething to impart, arg 
And wiſh*d that I would wait him in the Morning. 
Ofw. But ſee, Prince Offa, and his beauteous Siſter! 
The King s moſt fayour'd Counſellor, old , 5 
Is with 'em too. 1 
Ari. Retire; $ I would not meet em. 6 
That Princeſs, Oſwald, is eſteem'd a Wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Doſt thou not mark ? there is 1 know not what 
Of ſullen and-ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 


'Fhat — not, but awes; I gaze aſtoniſ d, 25 
n 


nd 


| a ſee, your Slave, the King my Maſter, comes 


0 
g 
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And Fear prevents Defice 80 Men tremble, 
When Light'ning ſhoots in Hir ring Trails along: 


It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gleomy Night ; 
But where it ſtrikes, tis fatal. IEæeunt Ari. and Ofw. 


Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and Attendants. 


Offa. By Weden, no! Iwill not think he meant it; 
Revenge had elſe been ſwift. ———So high held 
The Honour of a Soldier and a King, 
wo not think your Maſter meant to wrong me. 

Let him beware, however ! —jealous Friendſhip,. 

And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook no n 

What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 

Is deadly from a Friend, and ſo to be repaid: 

Seo. Whatever Fame or ancient Story tells, 

Of Brother's Love, or celebrated Friends, 

Whoſe Faith, in perils oft, and oft in Death, 

Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 

Such is the Truth, and ſuch the grateful Mind 

Of Royal Hengift to the princely Offa. 

Nor'you, fair Princeſs, frown, if Wars and Troubles, 
Zo Rodogune. 

If watchful Conidtts.” and if Cares, which wait 

On Kings, the Nurſing Fathers of their People, 

Withhold awhile the Monarch from your Arms. 

Rod. When fierce Ambroſius leads the Britons forth, 

Thunders in Arms and ſhakes the duſly Field, 

It ſuits thy wary Maſter s Caution well 

To fit with dreaming hoary Heads at unn 

And waſte the Midnight Taper in Debates. 

But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult his Safety, 

And trouble me no more. Does he ſend thee 

With Tales of dull Reſpect, and faint Excuſes? 

Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal Meſſage 
Jill fome kind Friend had told him how I languiſh'd, - 
How like a Turtle l bemo#n*d-his Abſence. 

Leo. Pardon, fair Excellence, if falt* ring Age 
Prophanes the Paf on | was bid to paint, 

And drops the Tale imperfe& from my Tongue. 
But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe themſelves ; 
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To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 
And pa) his hunible Homage at your Feet. 
Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. 
King. But that I truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, ik 
Scatters lewd Lies among the Crowd, and wins 
The eaſy Idiots to believe in Monſters, 
I ſhould, have much to charge you with, my Brother: 
I ftand accus d 41175 5 5 
Offa. How, Sir? EY 
King. So ſpeaks-Report, 
As wanting to my Honour, and my Friend; 
By you I ſtand accus'd. 
Offa. Now by our Friendſhip, 
If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hengiſt, 
Whence are theſe Doubts between us, whence this 
Coldnefs ? 5 | 
Say thou, who know*ſt, what ſudden ſecret Thought 
Has ſtept between, and daſh'd the public Joy. 
Thou cali*ſt me Brother; wherefore. wait the Prieſts, 
And ſuffer Hymen's holy Fires to languiſh, 
What hinders but that now the Rites begin, | 
That now we loſe all Thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſure, 
And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knot 
Of Love and Friendſhip to endure ſor ever? _- 
King. What hinders it indeed, but that which makes 


This medly War within? but that which cauſes _ 


'This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs her down. 
With more than mortal Cares ? : 

Offa. What ſhall I call | 
This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, 
And loves to lurk in Shades? have royal Minds. 
Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day? | 

King. Urge me no farther, 


*# But like a Friend, be willing not to know 


'W hat to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain. 
Be ſtill the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 

In Arms and Glory with me; but Oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 
Oge ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 


That 


F om.” 


V. 
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That makes me act a Madman's part before thee, 
And talk Con fuſion If thou art my Friend, 
Thou haſt heard me, and be fatisfy*d—if not, 
] have too much deſcended from myſelf 
To make the mean Net relt we here. 
To you, fair Princeſs 
Red. No! there needs no more; 
For I would ſpare thee the unready Tale. 
Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vans 
And bid thee fin ſecure, be ſafely perjur'd. x 
Sinceif our Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 
Their Thunder ſhajl be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me they fhall forgive. 
| King When Anger lightens in the Fair One's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heav*n, 
With blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive Worſhip ; 3 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaſon | 9 
Of what is juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high Pow'r | 
Is to itſelf a Rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, 
Howe! er the preſent Circumſtance reproach me, 
Vet ſtill my Heart avows your Beauty's Pow! r 3 
My Eyes confeſs you fair. 
Rod. Whateter I am 
Is of myſelf, by native Worth exiſting,. 
Secure, and independent of thy Praiſe ; 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds 
By Nature great, are con{cious of their Greatneſs, 
And hold it mean to borrow ought from Flattery. 
King. You are offended, Lady. 
Rod. Hengift, no. | 
Perhaps thou think*& this gen Tous Indĩigna tion, 
That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Cheek, - 
And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakne 1s, 
The. Malice of a poor forſaken Maid, | 
Who rails at faithle's M. n—Miſtsken' Monarch! a> * 
For know ev*n from the firſt, my Soul diſdain*d thee 
Nor am I left hy thee, but thou by me. 
So was thy Falſhood to my Will ſubſervient, : 
And by my Purpoſe bound. Thus Man, tho! limited: 
By 1 my vainly think his Actions free, © th ; 
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While all he does, was at his Hour. of Birth, 
Or by his Gods, or potent Stars ordain'd. 
Offa. No-more, my Siſter : Let the Gown-Men talk, 
And mark. out Right and Wrong in noiſy Courts; 
While the Brave find a nearer way to Jultice, 
They hold themſelves the Balance and the Sword, 
And ſuffer Wrong from none. 
To aſk again the Debt you owe to Honour; 
So that be fatisfy*d,. we ſtill are Friends, 
And Brothers of the War. But mark me, Hengiſt, 
Jam not us'd to wait; and if this Day Tg 
Paſs unregarded as the former two, 


Soon as-To-morrow dawns, expect me. p- 


King. Where ?. 

Offa. Arm'd in the Field. 

Seo. Be ſeech you, Sir, be calm, 
The valtant Prince — 

Offa. Tho“ I could wiſh it otherwiſe. 
And fince the Honour of the Saxen Name, 
And Empire here in Britain, rets upon thee, 
Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy Friend. 

[Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendants. 

King. No, I renounce that Friendſhip; perith too, 
Periſh that Name and Empire both for ever ; 
W hat are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, 
What are their Purple, end their Crewns to me, 
If Tam curſt within, and want that Peace 
Which ev'ry Slave enjoys? 

Seo. My royal Maſter, 

It racks my aged Heart to ſee you thus 
But oh ! what Aid, what Counſel can I bring you, 
When all yon” eaſtern Down, ev'n to the Surge 
That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky Cliff, 
With creſted Helmets thick embattl'd ſhines; 


Wich theſe your Friends, what are you but the greateſt? 


With theſe your Foes---Oh ! let me loſe that Thought, 
And rather think I fee you Britain's King, 5 TER 


 Ambrofius vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pi&s 


Submitted to your Sway, tho* the ſame Scene 


D'fcover'd to my View the haughty Rodagune 


Plac'd on your Throne ,and Partner of your Bed. 


8 


Tis much beneath me, 


[To the King. 


King. 
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King What! ſhou'd I barter Beauty for Ambition, 
Forſake my Heav*n of Love to reign in Hell ? _ 
Take a domeſtic Fury to my Breaſt, 

And never know one IIour oi Peace again? 
Stateſinan, thou rea ſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thir, 
Who wields the Thunder, I will rather chooſe 
To meet their Fury. Let fem come together, 
Young Offa and Ambrefius. Tho® my Date 

Ot mortal Lite be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 

Lach Minute ſhall be rich in ſome great Action, 

To ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 

Seo. The Hero and the King are glorious Names: 

But ch! my Maſter, wherefore | is the Lover? 

In Honour's Name remember what you are, 

Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 

And urge your Way to Glory: Leave with Scorn 
Unman)y Pleaſure: to unmanly Minds, 

And thro' the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger; 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſs. 

King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely Morals, 

The — deluding Sophiſtry of Schools. 

Waho would be great, but to be happy too? 

And yet ſuch Idiots are we to exchange 

Our Peace and Pleaſure for the Trifle Glory ; 

What is the Monarch, mighty, rich, and great?“ 
What? but the common Victim of the State: 

Dorn to grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 

And ſtill be wretched for the public Good. 

So, by the Prieſts, the nobleſt of the Kind 

Is to atone the angry Gods deſign'd ;. . 
And while the meaner Sort from Death are freed, A 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to lead, + 
Is doom d for. fatal e to bleed. ¶Exeunt. 
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AC n. se 
Enter the K ING end S Sor RI D. 


XING. | 

\ TO more of theſe unneceſiary Doubts ? 
Thy cold, thy cautious Age is vainly anxious, 
Thy Fears are inauſpicious to my Courage, 
And chill the native Ardour of my Soul. 
This ſullen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and ev'ry Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent Diſcord, 
And urge the Britons with united Arms; 
Hymen {hall he aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts, 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribertſhall be the Pledge of Peace. 

Seo. Propitious God of Love, incline his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 

Thou that deli ght'ſt in cruel Wantonneſs, 

To join at] Necks beneath thy Yoke, 

For once, be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike. 
Oft' haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, ſave one now; 
And thoſe who curſt thee, (parſimonious Age 
And rigid Wiſdom,) ſhall raiſe Altars to thee. 


Enter Aribert. 


King. But ſee he comes, and brings our Wiſnes with 
Oh, Aribert! my Soul has long deſir'd thee, [him. 
Has waited long for thy Relief, and wantdgd 
To ſha re the Burden Which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows, 

Ari. Give me all, - 
Ev'n all the Pain you feel, and let my Truth 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to ſuffer, 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
Jo eaſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 
King. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 


f Yieldiog 


th 


The famous, the victorious Name of Heng iſt, 
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Vielding and kind, vo tender in thy Friendſhip, 5 6 25 
And therefore all my Hope ↄf Peace dwells with me. 


For oh! my Heart has labour'd long with Pain, 
I have endur'd the Rage of ſecret Grief, 


A Malady that burns and rankles inward, 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 


Ari. Speak it, nor wound the ſoftneſs of my Soul 
With theſe obſcure Complainings ; ſpeak, my Lord. 
King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling Yoke to which my Neck is doom'd, 
This Bride — ſhe is my Plague—ſhe haunts my Dreams, 
In vades the ſofter filent Hour of Reſt, : 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tedious, 
She ſeems tolag, and hang her ſable Wings; 
And yet I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 
As if ſome ſcreaming Sprite had ſhriek*d, and cail'd, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, Lo- morrow is thy laſt. | 
Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 
To tell the Rack within [ read it plaia. | 
But eh! my King, what Prophet could have dreamt 
A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtro r, 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſt you moſt. 
King. Oh! wheretore nam'ft thou Love? Can there 
be Love, | ED : 
When choice, the free, the chearful Voice of Nature, 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege, is wanting? + 0 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride, or Bridegroom, 
Or any Brute, but Man ? Obſerve the Beaſts, 
And mark the feather'd Kind ; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 
Chooſe out his Mate himſelt, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings mult wed, - 
(Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty!) 
That ſordid Slaves may ſweat and eat in Peace. 
5 "Tis hard indeed! — Would ſhe had never come, 
hg — 3 
King. So would I!——but now— 
Ari. Ay! now what Remedy? 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's Siſter 
Shall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengiſt, 


Grow 


* 
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Grow vile and mean in Britain, , © l 
= King. Yes, my Brother, A 
There is a Remedy, and only one. E 
I Thisproud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Sou! T 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, | 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, P 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, y 
Ev'n ſhe, with all that Majeſty and Beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 


She has the Paſſions of a very Woman, T 
And dotes on thee, my Aribert. | | N 
i. On me | | By 
What means my Lord? impoſſible! | * 
King. Tis true | T 
As true, as that iny Happineſs depends TEES T 
Upon her Love-t6 thee. My faithful Seofrid 1 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, | v. 
And found thee reigning there. | yh 
Ari. Then ell is plain: | I 
My ſwelling Heart heayes at the Wrong you do me, T 
And wo'not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell ; 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your royal Breaſt, | T] 
. And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy: EW 
But wheretore ſhould I ſeek for Fiends from Hell, T 
And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, Di 
Since the perfidious Author ſtands confeſt ? . 
This Villain has traduc'd me. —— Tt 
Seo. By the Soul Th * 

Of your victorious Father, royal Heng iſt, | 
My ever gracious, ever honour'd Maſter, Ny W. 
Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seofrid, I 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, Fea 
Or ſtrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 8 
King: No. Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 10 
His oft, his well-try'd Faith. But caſt thy Eyes Th 
Back on thyſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, | Yo 
Survey thyſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: Is > 
Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſhion'd: . ] 
The moſt unerring Pattern of her Skill; i kn 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er the, E 


And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 


That 
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That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Behold nor wortder then if Crowns are ſcorn'd, 
And purple Majeſty looks vile before thee. _ 

Ari. Ohl whither, whither would you lead? and why 
This Prodigality of ili tim'd Praiſe 2 

Seo. Were you not all my royal Maſter aid, 

Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the foft Sex, 
Yet that ſhe loves 1s plain, from 

Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant! 

Seo, Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
To ſorge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Nor have Jother Meaning than yeur Service; 
| But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true. 

Emn:a, the chief, moſt favour'd of her Women, 
The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 

To me avow'd her Paſſion ; and howe'er 

Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 
Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 
And would forego, tho' hard to Womankind, 
The Pride, high Place, and Dignity of Empire, 
To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 

King. Why coft thou turn away? whereſore deſorm 
The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſiniling Youth, 

W'ith that ungentle Frown ? Art thou not pleas' d 
To ſee the Jyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee 

 Unaſkid a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 

The great Ones of the Earth might ſtrive in Arms, 
And Empires well be loſt ; | 

Ari. Are we not Brothers ? | 
We are; and Nature form'd us here alike ; 

Save that her partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and leſt me rich 

Only in Plainneſs, Friendſhip, Truth, and Tenderneſs. 
Then wonder not our Paſſions are the ſame ;_ 

That the ſame ObjeQs cauſe our Love and Hate. 
Tou ſay, you cannot ove this beauteous Stranger f 4 
Is not my Heart like your's ? 

King. Come near, my Brother; 

And While lean thus ſondly on thy Boſom, 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 


/ 


And 
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And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
love, my Aribert ; I dote to Death : 
The raging Flame has touch'd my Heart, wy Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. | | 
Ari. Tis moſt unhappy, 
Fut ſay, what royal. Maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſb Court, what fatal Beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial Charms? 

King. lis alla Tale of Wonder, *tis a Riddle. 
High on a Throne, and royal as Iam, 

] want a Slave's Conſent to make me happy. 

Nay more, poſſeſs d of her I Love, or Love, 

Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſe, nor have Iyet enjoy'd her. 
Tho' J have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 

And of a Race unknown, I oft have offered ; 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queen; 
Yet ſtill her colder Heart denies my Suit, | 
And weeping, ſtill ſhe anſwers, Lis in vain. 

Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And fuch the Laws of his fantaſtic Empire, 
The wanton Poy delights to bend the Mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wile. 


n 


King. Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 


Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofr it, 

The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope, 

Remains, at once my Captive and my Queen. 
Ari. Ha! in your Palace! here! 

King. Ev'n here, my Brother. 

But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 

As to my ether Self, I truſt. The Cares ? 

Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs, diaw me hence; 

But Seofrid thall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 

Diſcloſe the ſecret Treature! Oh, my Aribert, 

'T hou woft not wonder what diſtraQts my Peace, 

When thou behold'ſt thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 

And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Left while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 

The proud Waves ofer-bear him, and he periſh, 


/ - 


[The King figns to Seofrid, auh goes out. 


Art. 


11. 


ri. 


And huſh me to a calm, 
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Ari. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my royal bro- 
If my own Life be dear to me as your's, [ther, 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is your's. 25 
If I am circumſcrib'd by Fate, oh! pity me, 
That 1 can do no more ; fer oh ! my King, 


I would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 


Would keep up all my Int'reſt in your Heart, 

That when I kneel before you, (as it ſoon 

May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proſtrate, 

And doubtfully and trembling aſk a Boon, 

The greateſt you can give, or I can aſk, 

I may find Favour in that Day before you, 

And bleſs a Brother's Love, that bids me live. 
King. Talk not of aſking, but command my Pow'r. 

By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon Gods, 

Iſwear, the Day that ſees thee join d to Rodegune, 

Shall ſee thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 

Whate'er our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 


Thin e be the Pow'r, and mine but half the Name. 


With Joy to thee, my Aribert I yield | 

The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field ; 

To theel leave this nobleſt Iſle to ſway, 

And teach the ſtubborn Britons to obey ; 

While from my Cares to Beauty I retreat, 

Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and for 

That Crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great.) 

+ © | Exit King. 

Manet Aribert. N 

Ari. Oh ſatal Love! curft. inauſpicious Flame! 

Thy bale ful Fires blaze o er us like a Comet, Fes 

And threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rage, 

And moſt malignant Miſchief.—Lov'd by Rodogune ! 

What I! muſt I wed Redogune /—O Miſery ! 


_ Fantaſtic Cruelty of hoodwink'd Chance! 


There is no end of Thought---the Labyrinth winds, 
And J am loſt for ever—— Oh! where now, 
Where is my Ethelinda now!. that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe - the Sounds of Peace, 


2 Gentle as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep ; 


That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous Soul, 


_ Enter 
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Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda. 1 
Seo. Thus ſtill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my Royal Maſter's Truth. - 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt meaning 5 1 15 
With Honour. | 
Ethe. Keep, oh keep bine in that Thought, 
And fave me from Pollution. Let me know 
All Miſeries beſide, each kind of 'Sorrow,, ' - 
And prove me with Variety of Pains,” | 1 
Whips, Racks, and Flames: For I was born to ſuffer ; ; 
And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, | 
That Pow'r in whom I truſt! will ſet me _ het 

Ari. It cannot be- No, tis illuſion all. [Seeing ber 
Some nimic Fantom wears the lovely Form, 

Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 

Ethe. And do I fee then! my Lord ! my Aribert! 
What! once more hold thee in my trembling Arms! 
Here let my Days, and here my Sorrows . 

J have enough of Life. | o 

Seo. Ha! What is this! 48k | 
But mark alittle farther. | 
Etbe. Keep me here, 

Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold me faſt; 
For if we part once more, 'twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what Ruin fellows. | 
2 Tis more than death, 'cis all that we can Fear, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 

Ari. Then bete, thus folded in each other 8 Arms, 

Here, let us here reſolve to die together; h vt 

Defy the Malice of our cruel Fate, 1 

And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond inviolable, {50 

Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd te laſt for ever. 

But 'tis in vain, 'tis torn, 'tis broke already; 

And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 

Has ruin'd and deferm'd the beauteous work of Heaven: 

Elfe, wherefore art thou here ! tell me at once, 

And ſtrike me to the Heart—— But ?tis too plain: 

I Read thy Wrongs Read the Horrid Inceſt—> 
Seo. Ha! inceſt, ſaid he, unn 1 e. 
Eibe. Oh! forbear s 15 
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The dreadful impious Sound; I ſhake with Horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heav'n, 
Thou that haſt been my ſure Defence 'till now, 
Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 

Ari. Yes, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs. 

For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell againſt her, 
| And only you can fave her. —lI myſelf, [To Ethel. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy Foe, I have undone thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to Deſtrution. 
Ethe. Then all is bad indeed. | 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. 
My heedleſs Tongue has talk*d away thy Life: 
And mark the Miniſter of both our Fates. 
| [Pointing to Seofrid, 
Mark with what Joy he hugs the dear Diſcov'ry, 
And thanks my Folly for the fatal Secret: 
Mark how already in his working Brain, 
He forms the well concerted Scheme of Miſchief: 
'Tis fixt, 'tis done, and both are doom'd to Death 
| And yet there is a Pauſe If Graves are ſilent, 
And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living, 
Be Death thy Portion — — die, and with thee die 
The Knowledge: of our Loves. 

Aribert catches hold of Seofrid avith one Hand, 
with the other draws his Sword, and holds 
it to bis Breaſt. PE 

Seo, What means my Lord ? 
Eibe. Oh hold! for Mercy's ſake reſtrain thy Hand, 
| [Holding his Hand. 
Blot not thy Innocence with guiltleſs Blood. 
What would thy raſh, thy frantic Rage intend? 
Ari. Thy Safety and my own 55 
Ethe. Truſt em to Heav'n. | | 
Seo. Has then my hoary Head deſery*d no better, 


* 


t! 


n: Than to behold my royal Maſter's ſon 

[ | Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life? | 
Oh Prince, oh wherefore burn your Eyes, and why, 
* Why is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury? 

de. Ari. Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard, and known too 


Haſt pry'd into the Secret of my Heart, [ouch ; 
| B | And 
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And found the certain Means of my Undoing. 
Seo, Where is the Merit of my former Life, | 

The try'd Experience of my faithful Years ! 

Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain ! an 
Ari. Thou wert my Father's old, his faithful Servant, 
Seo. Now by thy Life, our Empire s other Hope, 

O royal Youth, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee; 

Nor can this Obje& of thy fond Deſire, 

This lovely weeping Fair be dearer to thee, 

Than thou art to thy faithful Seofr id. 

I faw thy Love, 1 heard thy tender Sorrows, 

With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's Pity, 

With Cares, and with a thouſand Fears for thee. 
Ari. What! is it poſſible! 
Seo. Of all the Names 

Religion knows, point the moſt ſecret out, 

And let me ſwear by that. 

Ari. I would believe thee. 

Forgive the Madneſs of my firſt Deſpair. 

[Letting fall his Sword 

And if thou haſt Compaſſion, ſhew it now; 

Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 

Be now that Guardian. Angel which I want, 

Have Pity on my Youth, and fave my Love. 

Seo. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden Guſts of Paſſion 

That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt afſur*d 

The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 

The Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you, 

Yet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care, 

1 durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. 

Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav'n is in it; 

And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 

Ordains thee for its Inſtrument of Good, 

To me and to my Love. Then be it ſo, 

I truſt thee with my Life; but oh! yet more, 

I truſt thee with a Treafure that tranſcends © 

To infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert ; 

I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 

My Wife, the kindeſt, deareft, and the trueft,” 

That ever wore the Name. 

Seo, Now Bleſlings on you 


| May 
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May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend | 
To crown your fair Affections. May the Sorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, | 
And a long Train of ſmiling Years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 495 : 

Ari. It was my Chance, | 
On that diftinguiſh'd Day when valiant Flavian, 
A Name renown'd among the Britiſb Chiefs, 
Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his Daughter from the Violence 


| Of the fierce Seldiers Rage. Nor need tell thee, 


For thou thyſelf behold'ſt her, that I lov'd her, 

Lov'd her and was belov'd; our meeting Hearts 

Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made us one. 

Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, oppos'd 

Againſt the Saen Gods, join'd with the Mem*ry 

Ot the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 

Urg'd me to ſeek my Ethelinda's Safety, 

And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wiſh, 

Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, | 

Cloſe by whoſe fide the ſilver Medway ran, 

I found a little, pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 

A Manſion fit for Innecence and Love, 

Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 

To keep off Violence But forc'd from thence 

By whom betray'd Why I behold her here 

There I am loſt | OP 
Ethe. There my ſad Part begins. 

It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou had'ſt left me, 

When through the Weod I took my uſual Way, 

To ſeek the Cooluath of the well-ſpread Shade 


| * overlooks the Flood. On a ſere Branch, 


bending to the Bank, I ſate me down, 
Muſing and ſtill; my Hand ſuſtain'd my Head, 
My Eyes were-fix'd upon the paſling Stream, 
And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee ; 
When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidſt the River, 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, 
There follow'd hard a Man of royal Port. 


I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker Wood; 
| 1 Ba "= 
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But while I hurry'd on my haſty Flight, 
My heedleſs Feet deceiv'd me, and [ fell. 
Straight leaping from his Horſe, he rais'd me up. 
LP Surpriz'd and troubled at the ſudden Chance, 
] begg'd he would permit me to retire ; 
But he, with furious, wild, diforder'd Looks, 
: His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, 
= Swore 'twas impoſſible; he never would, 


£ 
4 
| 
7 
x 


# He could not leave me; with ten thouſand Ravings, 
#4 The Dictates of his loſer Rage. At length 

b He ſeiz d my trembling Hand: I ſhriek'd and call'd 

1 To Heav*n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hour, 


Vour faithful Servants Adelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. 
Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have end! 
Eibe. The furious King (for ſuch I found he was) 
By three Attendants join*d, bore me away, 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears. 
Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplore 
Our common Woes ; for mine, I know, art thine, 
Ari. Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev'n now my labfring Heart, 
For thee, and for myſelf. And yet, alas! i 
What are the preſent Ills, cempar*d to thoſe 
That yet remain behind for both to ſuffer ? 
Thiak where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg'd 
'The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 
Are bent on thee ; 'tis Hell's important Cauſe, 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm'd againſt thee. 
Eibe. Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me, 
And all the coward Woman trembles in me. 
But oh! when Hope and never-failing Faith * 
Revive my D PH and lift my Thoughts 
Up to yon azure Sky, and burning Lights above, 
| Methinks I read my Safety written there; | 
Methinks I ſee the warlike Hoſt of Heaven 
Radiant in glitt'ring Arms, and beamy Gold, 
The great Angelic Pow'rs go forth by Bands, 
To ſuccour 'Iruth and Innocence below. 
Hell trembles at the fight, and hides his Head 
In utmoſt Darkneſs, while on Earth each Heart, 


Like 


Like 


| Like mine, is fill'd with Peace and Joy unutterable. 


Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbour ene Thought 


If that ſhould happen, in the laſt Extreme, 
| On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you, 


| Some favourable Moment ſhall be found 


| With well-diſſembled neceſlary Smiles; 
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Seo. Whatever Gods there be, their Care you are. 


Of Outrage from the King: His noble Nature, 

Tho“ warm, tho“ fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſſions, . 
Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comes again. 

Shduld he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 

Urg'd by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force, 


And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 
Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care- 
Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 
Seo. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution ſafe. 
Fre twice the Ruler of the Day return, 
To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britain's Shore, 


To move the King, your royal Brother's Heart, 
With the ſad tender Story of your Loves. 
„Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows : 


Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his Wiſhes. 
At preſent, to prevent his Doubts, twere fit 
That you ſhould takea haſty Leave, and part. 
Ethe. What muſt we part? 
Seo. But for a few ſhort Hours, 
That you may meet in Joy, and part no more. | 
Ari. Oh fatal Sound! Oh Grief unknown *till now. 
While thou art preſent my ſad Heart ſeems lighter ; 
I yaze and gather Comfort from thy Beauty; 
Thy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick ning Spirit, 
And feed the dying Lamp'of Life within me; 


But oh! when thou art gone, and my fond Eyes 


Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 
What Power, what Angel ſhall ſupply thy Place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 


And fave my Soul from Death? 


Ethe, My Life! my Lord! 
V bat would my Heart fay to thee—but no more 
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Oh lift thy Eyes up to that holy Pow'r, 

Whoſe wond*rous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 
Thy E:helinda taught thee firſt to know; - 
There fix thy Faith, and triumph ofer the World : 
For who can help, or who can fave beſides ? 

Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude North 
Be huſhd at his Command? thro“ all his Works, 
Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice? 

Hear and Obey ? Then what is impious Man 


That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our Cauſe? - 


That Heav'n, ſhall make my Aribertits Care, 
Shall to thy Groans and Sighings lend an Ear, 
And fave thee in the Moment of Deſpair. 
Ari. Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred 
Theme, | | 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame: 
An active Hope grows buſy in my Breaſt, 
And ſomething. tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 
Like thine, my Eyes the ſtarry Thrones purſue, 
And Heav*n diſclos*d ſtands oper to my View ; 
And fee the Guardian Angels ot the Good, 
Reclining ſoft o many a golden Cloud, 
10 Earth they ſeem their gentle Head: to bow, 
And pity what we ſuffer here below ; : 
Rutoh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn : 
'i'hee, oh my Love, their common Care they make.) 
Me ts their kind Protection too they take, 
And ſave me for my Ethelinda's ſa ke. " 
[Fxeunt Seofrid and *'h:'inda at one Door, 
Aribert at the oth:". | 


ACT 
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ACT It 9 CENT: 
Enter SEOFRID: 


 SEQFRID. | 
7 HAT is the boaſted Majeſty of Kings, 

Their Godlike Greatneſs, if their Fate depend 
Upon that meaneſt of their Paſſions, Love ?. 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 
To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, 
A Woman's Hand o'erturns. The Cedar thus, 
That liſted his aſpiring Head to Heavn, 
Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 
is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy'd, 
He finks at once to Earth, the mighty Rum, 
And Triumph of a wretched Inſect's Pow'r. 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 
y Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? 
| would preferve fem both, the royal Brothers; 
But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 
Then let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian Woman — 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes !-—What are our Gods, 
That they permit her to defy their Pow'r 7 0 
But that's not much, let their Prieſts look to that, 
Were ſhe but well remov d- -But then the King 
Why, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 
A thouſand things may cure him--- would 'twere done 
And my Head fafe— That! let me look to that 
But ſee the Huſband comes !---ha ?---not ill thought, 
It ſhall be. try'd atleaſt. to age 


Enter Atibert. 


Ari. Still to this Place £6 194 
My Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
Hither my Feet-unbidden find their way. 

Like a ſond Mother from her dying Babe 
Forced by officious Friends and Servants Care, 
linger at the Door, and wiſh te know, | 


Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I love. : 
#4 - Oh 
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Oh Seofrid! doſt thou not wonder much, 
And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a Moment chang'd from hot to cold, 
My Active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping ; Death is my pale. Viſage, | 
My 18 8 _ my. chill Veins, all freezing with De- 
air 
Seo. * an equal Portion of your Sorrows, 
Your Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 
I would partake your Hopes; but my cold Age, 
Still apt to doubt the worſt | 
Ari. What doſt thou doubt? 
Seo. Nay! nothing worſe than what we both hare 


fear'd. 
Ari. How! nothing !: ſpeak thy Fear, 
Seo. Why nothing new. 
Ihe King that's all. 


Ari. The King i- Oh that's too much 
And yet—yet there is more, I read it plain 
In thy dark ſullen Viſage like a Storm 
That gathers black upon the frowning Sky, 
And grumbles jn the Wind—But let it come, 
Let the whole 'Fempeſt burſt upon my Head, 
Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the 'Thunder rive me; 
For oh *tis ſure the Fear of what may came, 
Daes far tranſcend the Pain. | 

Seo. You fear too ſoon, 
And Fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 
J do not ſay that what may happen, will: 
Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 
Beſides, the ruling Gods are over all, 
And order as they pleaſe their World below. 
The King, tis true, is noble—but impetuous; 
And Love, or call it by the coarſer Name, 
Luſt, 1s, of all the Frailties of our Nature, 
What moſt we ought to fear ; the headſtrong on 
Ruſhes along, impatient ſor the Courſe, 
Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 

Ari. What would'ſt thou have me think? = 
Seo. Think of the worſt, 

Your better Fortune will arrive more welcome. 


To 
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To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 
That ſhould deſerve your Truſt, T have my Fears. 
What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 
| Intend a Viſit to your. weeping Princeſs ? 

Ari. Ha! - | 

Seo. He may go, tis true, with a fair Purpoſe, 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, | l 
Her beating Heart juſt tir*d, and gone to Reſt: 
Methinks I ſee her on her Couch repos'd,. 
The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded Innocence; 
With gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the balmy Breath, the roſy Hue 
Glows on her Cheek; a deep Vermillion dies 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace,and ſmiling Joy 
Sit huſh'd and filent on the ſleeping Fair. | 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King; 
Catch'd with the ſudden. Flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, 
To Aribert's loved Name in vain ſhe flies; 
| Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King poſſeſt of all his furious Will f 

Ari. Part fink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell! 
Seize him, ye Fiends !—firſt periſh thou and 1! 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blot ev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 
A Brother? J will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and glut my Vengeance. 
With his inceſtuous Heart. Eh 

Seo. It is but juſt | | 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the Thought is dreadful. 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down, 
And let your cooler Reaſon now prevail, 
That may perhaps find out ſome means of Safety, 
. Ari. Talk'ſt thou of Safety we may talk of Heav'n, 
ns May gaze with Rapture on yon' ſtarry Regions; 

But who hall lend us Wings to reach their Height? 
wats Impoſſible ! „ 
Seo. There is a Way yet left, 

And only one. 
To B 5 Ari. 
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Ari. Ha! ſpeak 
Seo. Her ſudden Flight. (wer, 
Ari. Oh! by what friendly. Means ? Be ſwift to an- 
Nor waſte the precious Minutes with Delay. 
Seo. The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeem: 
To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wiſhes ;. 
A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens, 
Thro' which the beauteous Captive might remove, 
'Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 
To fly with Safety to the Britons Camp. 
*Tis true, one Danger I might well object 
Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes. 
Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 
If there be any Danger, turn it all on ine; 
Let my devoted Head 
Seo. Nay ? tis not much, 
"Tis but my Life; and I would gladly give it, 
To buy your Peace of Mind, 8 
Ari. Alas! what mean'ſt thou? 
Seo. Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head ? 
Hhall not all Arts of Cruelty be try'd, 
Jo find out Tortures equal to my Falſhood ? 
Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd: 
My aged Muſcles harrow*d up with Whips; 
Or hear me groaning on the rending Rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeft Senſe 
Of piercing Pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with Knives, 


And ſear'd with burning Steel till the ſcorch'd Marrow 


Fries in the Bones, and ſhrinking Sinews ſtart ; 
A ſmeary Foam works o'er my grinding Jaws, 
And utmoſt Anguith ſhakes my lab'ring Fraue: 
For thus it muſt be. 
Ari. Oh! my Friend! my Father! 
It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not, 
Wouldſt thou be kind, and fave my Ethelinda, 
Lea ve me to anſwer all my Brother's Fury, 
Ihe Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 
Seo, Juſt to my Wiſh. : Had. 
Ari. Thou ſhall accuſe me to him. 
| Thou 
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Thou know'ſt his own Admittance gave me Entrance: 
Swear that I ſtole her, that I forc'd ker from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmolt Skill ſome artful Tale, 
And III avowit all. - CE. 

Seo. Then have you thought 
Upon the Danger, Sir ? 

Ari, Oh, there is none, 
Can be no Danger, while my Love is ſafe. 

Seo. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View. 
When the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 
The Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 
And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart ; - 
You will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet 'tis hard, 
And grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 

Ari. *Tis that muſt cover the Deſign. But fly, 
Loſe not a Minute's time. 
Haſte to remove her from this curſed Place 
My faithful Ofavald ſhall at Night attend thee, 


| And help to guard her to the Britiſb Camp; 
| Thou know'lt that is not far. 


Sea. "Foo near I know it. [Afide. 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A-zallant Youth, and dear to brave Ambreſius; 


Js his kind Care reſign thy beauteous Charge. 


Seo. This Inſtant 1 obey you- | [ Going. 
Ari. Half my Fears | | 

Are over now 
Sea, One thing I had forgot. | 

t will import us much, that you ſhould ſeem - 

Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodogune : - 

'Twill coſt you bat à little courtly Flattery, 

A kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, 

A few ſoft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 

Yet win moſt Women's Hearts, But ſee ſhe comes, 

Conſtrain your Temper, Sir; be falſe and meet her 

With her own Sex's Arts; purſue your Taſk, 


And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your Wiſh. 
5 [Exit Seofrid. 


| Aribert ſlus. 
Ari. She comes indeed! Now where ſhall I begin, 
How 
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How ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a Language 
So diff rent from my Heart? Oh Ethelinda !* © © 
My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, © - 
Simple and plain, and fraught with.artleſs 'Tenderneſs, 
Form d to receive one Love, and only ne, 
But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 
It knows not what there can be in Variety, 
And would not if it coude. 
5 Enter Rodogune. 

Red. Why do I ſtay, . 
Why linger thus within this hated Place, 
Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 
And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance? 


The King !-——the Wretch !. but wherefore did I name 


| him! 5 5 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of Thought, 
Somewhat more great, more wWerthy of thytelt ; 
Or let the mimic Fancy ſhew its Art, 


And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me, 


Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, 

Let manly, Grace be temper'd well with Soſtneſs; 
Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 

And I will call the charming Fantom, Aribert. 

Oh Venus !-whither —whither would I wander 2 


Be huſht, my Tongue—ye Gods !—'tis he himſelf.— 


| | (seeing Aribert, 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our Court, 
And lonely thus from. the full Pomp retire, 
Love and the Graces follow to your Solitude; 
They crowd to form the ſhining Circle round you, 
And all the Train ſeems your's ; while purple Majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatnels, 
Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wand*ring Gazer's Eyes no more. 
R6d. The Courtier's Art is meanly known in Britain, 
If your's preſent their Service, and their Vows, 
At any Shrine but where their Maſter kneels. 
You know your Brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould. 
Ari. The Hearts of Kings | 
Are plac'd, *tiz true, beyond their Subjects Search * 
a | ; E 
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Yet might Ijudge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 


When rudely touched, ungrateful to the Senſe, 
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Where ſhall my Brother find on Earth a Beauty, 
Like what I now behold? 

Rod. That you can flatter, 
Is common to your Sex.; you ſay indeed, 
We Women love it and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we. know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to us 
And our undoing Joy—— ſtill you go on, | 
And ſtill we hear you But, to change the Theme, 
JI find a fitter for you than my Beauty. 0 

Ari. Then let it be the love of royal Hengi/t. 
Rod. The King, your Brother, could not chooſe an 


* 


Advocate, | | | 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any Subject, 
Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 
Tho“ you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous Arts) 
Could foften-the harſh Sound. The String that jars, 


With Pleaſure feels the Maſters flying Fingers, 

Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. 
Ari. Then hear me ſpeak of Loye. 
Rod. But not of his. 3 
Ari. Tis tre, I ſhould not grace the Story much, 

Rude and unſkilful in the moving Paſſion, 

I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth ; 

Strength, Life, and glowing Colours would be wanting. 


And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperfect. N 


Rod. Then ha pp'ly yet your Breaſt remains untouch*d; 
Tho“ that ſeems ſtrange; Vou've ſeen the Court of 
Britain; 9 
There, as oft have heard, imperial Beauty 


Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; 


While all the Fair Ones of the neighb'ring World; 
With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, . 
The faint Reflexions of the Glory there. 

Ari. If e'er my Heartincline to Thoughts of Love, 
Methinks I ſhould not, (tho' perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join*d 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of Beauty, 


But Love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt 'em. F 
| : Rod. 
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Rod. Then Courts are wretched. 
Ari. So they ſeem to Love. 
From Pride, fromWealth, from Bus 5 and from Pow r, 
Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful 5 ; 
He ſeeks the Cottage in the-tufted Grove, 
The ruſſet Fallow, and the verdant Lawns, 
The clear cool Brook, and the deep woody Glade, 
Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ev'ning Suns; 
Theſe he prefers to gilded Roefs and Crowns ;. 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant Swain, 
With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid ;. 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth. 
Rod. To Minds 2 know no. better, theſe are 
Joys; 
But Pissen, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts, 
Love is in them a Flame that mounts to Heay'n, 
Aud ſeeks its Source divine, and kindred Stars; 
That urges on the mortal Man to dare, 
Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howefer your Tongue diſguiſe your Heart, 
Have meaner Hopes than theſe. 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill. 
Match'd with my Birth : a younger Brother's lens 


Red. Nay, more, methinks I read your future Great- 


neſs ; 
And, like ſome Bard inſpir'd, T'could foretel 


What wond'rous Things our Gods reſerve for _ | 


Perhaps ev'n now, your better Stars are join'd ; 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, 

At once to crown you, and beſtow that Greatneſs, 
Which partial Nature at your Birth deren 


Enter the King, Guar ds, and ether Attendants. 


King. She mut, ſhe ſhall. be found, tho' ſhe be funk 
Deep to the Center, tho' eternal Night 
Spread wide her ſable Wing, to ſhade her Beauties, 
And ſhut me from her Sight. But ſay, thou Traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, 


re 


nk 
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And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 
Where haſt thou hid thy Theft ?—So young, ſo falſe— 


Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, 


And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 
And am I thus repaid ?—But bring her forth, 


Or by the Gods thou dy'ſt. 


Rod. What means this Rage? | [ A/ide. 
Ari. Then briefly thus: You are my King and Brother, 
The Names which mot I reverence on Earth, 
And fear offending moſt. Yet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
Yer ev'ry Bar reſiſtle ſs will I ruſh, 
And in deſpite of proud Tyrannic Pow 1 
Seize and aſſert my Right. 
King. What thine! thy Right! 
Riddles and Tales. 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt Tie, 
By holy Marriage mine, ſhe is my Wife. 
Rad. Racks, Tortures, Madneſs, ſeize mel oh! Con- 
fuſion! —_—_ 
Ari. I ſee thy Heart ſwells, and thy flaming 8 
Reddens with Rage at this unwelcome Truth; 
But ſince I know my Ehelinda ſafe, 


I have but little Care for what may happen. 


To- morrow may be Heav'n's or your's to take, 

If this Day be my laſt, why.tarewel Lite; 
J hold it well beſtow'd for her I love. . : 
Rod. May Sorrow, Shame, and Sickneſs, overtake 
her : 


And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted. [A/ide. 


King: So brave! But I thall find the means to tame 
you, 
To male thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love, 


And to the dreadiul Gods, who reign beneath, 


Devote thy fatal Bride. She is a Chriſtian! 
Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as they art, 
Proſtrate at Woden's Ale. and invoking 

With ſolemn Runick Rites, our Country's Gods, 
Thou mad'ſt in preſence of our royal Father. 


Ari. YesI remember well the impious Oath, 
Hardly 
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Hardly extorted from my trembling Youth ; 
When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King 
Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
King. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 
A long and venerable Line of Heroes, 
I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt. to Honour, 
And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike Thought. 
Some whining coward Prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave Forefathers Faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 
Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 
To borrowany mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood. 
No! —'tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 
Has cawn'd, like Day, upon my darker Mind, 
And taught my Soul the nobleſt uſe of Reaſon; - 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know, 
That vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being; 
Then, warm with Indignatien, to deſpiſe 
The Things you call our Country's Gods, to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious Altar s. | 
* *Tis well, Sir, —impious Boy !—Ye Saxon: 
ods. 
And thou, oh royal Hengift, whoſe dread Will 
And inju: 4 Majeſty Inow affert, | 
Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I vow to your offended Deities 
This Traitor's Life ; he dies, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head. One to the Prieſts: 
. | [To the Attendants: 
Bid 'em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody Altars 
With ev'ry Circumſtance of tragic Pomp; 
To-day a royal Victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoke and ſteaming Gore aſcend; 
To glut the Vengeance of our angry Gods, 
Rod. At once ten thouſand racking Paſſions tear me, 
And my Heart heaves as it would burft my Boſom. 
Oh can I, can I hear him doom'd to Death, 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one fingle Sound to fave him? 
It wo'not be—and my fierce haughty Soul, 


What- 


CON: 


1 


ne, 


at- 


The Royal Convert. 4 


hate“ er ſhe ſuffers, ſtill diſdains to bend, 


o ſue to the curſt, hated Tyrant King. | 
Oh love! oh, Glory !---Would'ſt thou die thus tamely? 
5 | [To Aribert. 
Is Life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a Boon, 
As is not worth the aſking ! Thou art filent ?: 
Wilt thou not plead for Life? Intreat the 
Tyrant, | | 
And waken Nature in his Iron Heart. | 
Ari. Life has fo little in it good or pleaſing; 
That fince it ſeems not worth a Brother's Care, 
'Tis hardly worth my aſking. 
King. Seize him, Guards, N 
And bear him to his Fate. [Guards ſeize Aribert. 
Rod. Yet, Hengift, know, | 
If thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious Life,, 
Know that the Gods and Rodogune prepare. 
The ſharpeſt Scourges of vindictive War. 
Fly where thou wilt, the Sword fhall ſtill purſue 


| With Vengeance, to a Brother's Murder due. 


Driv'n out from Man, and mark'd for public Scorn, 

Thy raviſh'd Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. i 

And when at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 

When in the ſilent Grave thou hope'ſt for Peace: 

Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head 

dtili, ſtil] I will purſue thy fleeting Shade; 

Lcurs'd thee living, and will plague thee dead. | 
| [Exit Rodegune, 

King. On to the Temple with him : Let her rave, 


And propheſy ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; 


could join- with her now, and bid em come; 

They fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. 50 

The Stings of Love and Rage are fix' d within, | 

And drive me on to. Madnefs. Earthquakes, Whirl-- 
winds, - IM | | 

A general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. 

For oh! not all the driving wintry War, 

When the Storm groans and bellows from afar, 

When thro” the Gloom the glancing Lightnings fly,) 

Heavy the ratling Thunders roll on high, c 

And Seas and Earth: mix with the ns Sky ; 


Net 
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Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, 
Are equal to the inborn Tempeſt here; 
Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man controul, 


When Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab'ring 


Soul.. 


i 


[ Exeunt. 


6 


—_— 
COT IE 


A'CT W. SCENE I 


Th: SCENE is a Temple adorn'd according to the Su- 
zerſtition of the antient Saxons ; on the middle are 


placed their three principal Idols, Thor, Woden, and 


Freya. 


DTufich is 15 1 at a Diflance, as of the Prieſts preparing 
for the Sacrifice. Then 


Enter ARIBERT. 


. ARIB ER T. 

LL Night the bloody Prieſts, a dreadful Band, 
Ahne watch'd intent upon their horrid Rites, 
With many a dire and execrable Pray'r, 

Calling the Fiends beneath, the ſullen Demons, 

That dwell in Dark neſs deep, and Foes to Man, 

Delight in reeking Streams of human Gore. 

Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur'd hearſe, 

And hiſſing whiſper'd round their myſtic Charms; 

And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, 

With Screaming ſhrill they ſhook. the vaulted Roof, 

And vex'd the til], the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. 

Such ſure in-everlaſting Flames below, _ 

Such are the Groans of poor lamenting Ghoſts, 

And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. 

Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magic Strings, 

They danc'd in wild fantaſtic Meaſures round; 

Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 

On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out Aribert . 

I have endur'd their Horrors — And at length -_ 
28 | See 
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see! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſy Eaſt ; 
Fair Nature ſeems reviv'd, and ev'n my Heart 
Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return, 

And fearleſs waits an End of all its Sufferia gs. 
Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a Letter to Aribert, 


From Oſwald this, on Peril of my Life 
| have engag'd to render to your hands. Exit. 
ARIBERT veads. 
Seofrid has been- juſt to his Word; he has deliver'd 
the fair Ethelinda to my charge We have hap- 
pily paſs*d* all the Guards, and hope in twa 
Hours to reach the Britons camp. 


From your faithful Oſwald. 


| Then thou haſt nothing left on Earth, my Soul, 


Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I ſtay, ' 
Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretch'd. | 
And robs me of a great and glorious Death. 


Enter Rodogune with an Officer, he ſpeaks to her 
| entering, | | 
Officer. Thus Offa to his beauteous fiſter ſends : 
Depend upon a Brother's Love and Care | 
To further all you with. 
Red. Tis well! be near, [Ex. Officer. 
And wait my farther Order. See! my Heart, 
dee there thy deareſt choice, thy fond deſire. 
See with how clear a Brow, what chearful Grace, 
With all his Native Sweetneſs undiſturb'd, 
The noble Youth attends his karder Fate. 
came to join my Friendly Grief with your's, 
: [To Atibert. 
To curſe your Tyrant Brother, and deplore, 
Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : 
But you, I fee, have learn'd to ſcorn your Danger ; 
You wear a Face of Triumph, not of Mourning : 
Has Death ſo little in it? 
Ari. Oh! 'tis gothing, _ 
To Minds that weigh it well; the Vulgar fear it, 
| And 
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And yet they know not why: Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us 'tis a Pain. | 
To me it ſeems like a long wiſh'd-for Happineſs, 
Beyond what ev'n our Expectation paints; 
 *Tis Comfort to the Soul, 'tis Peace, 'tis Reſt ;. 
It comes like Slumber to the fick Man's Eyes, 
Burning and reſtleſs with a Fever's Rage, 
All Night he toffes on his weary Bed; 
He tells the tedious Minutes as they paſs, 
And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for Eaſe in vain: 
But if, at Morning's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on him, 
Think with what Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſes, 
Sinks to his Pillow and forgets his Pain. 
Rod. Yerhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence ;. 
But ſure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The Gods have dealt unjuſtly with their Creatures, 
Tf barely they beſtow a wretched Being, 
And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures with the Pain, 
To make it worth their keeping. Is there nothing. 
Could make you wiſh to live? | 
Ari. Oh! yes, there is; 
There is a Bleſſing I could wiſh to live for, 
To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it; 
But far, alas! divided from my Arms, 
It leaves the World a Wilderneſs before me, 
With nothing worth deſiring. 
Rod. Dull and cold ? 
Or cold at leaſt tome, dull, dull Indifference. 
What if ſome pitying Pow*'r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly viſit your afflited Fortunes? 
What if it ſend ſome unexpected Aid, | 
Some generous Heart, and ſome prevailing Hand, 
Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 
Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave, 
Timely ſhall ſnatch, ſhall bring you back to Life, 
And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love ? 


Ari. The Wretched have few Friends, at leaſt on 


Earth: 

Then what have I to hope? 

Rod. Hope ev'ry thing, | 
| Hope 


[ A ſide. 
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Hope all that Merit, ſuch as your's, may claim, 

Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 

And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter Miſery? 


c 


T' enrich ſo fall'n, ſo loſt a Thing as#T am, © N! 


With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe-? ſo pious Virgins 
| Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 


Then hang em on a ſenſeleſs Marble-Tomb. 
Rod. A burning Purple fluſhes o'er my Face, 
And Shame forbids my "Tongue, or I would fay, 
That I oh Aribert / [ am-thy Friend. 
Yet whereſore ſhould I bluſh to own the Thought? 
For who---who would not be the Friend of Aribert? 
Ari. Why is this wond'rous Goodneſs loft on me, 
Why is this Bounty laviſh*d on a Bankrupt, 
Who has not left another Hour of Life 


To pay the mighty Debt.? 


Rod. O! let me yet, | : 
Vet add to it, and ſwell the Sum yet higher; 


| Ner doubt but Fate ſhall find the Means to pay it. 


Know then that I have paſs'd this live-long Night 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my Cares for thee ; 
The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought, 
And crown'd it with Succeſs. Since I have gain'd 
Alfred, the Chief of mighty Woden's Prieſts, 

To find a certain Way for thy Eſcape. 


One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand, 


Prepar*d for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man 
Attends to guide thee to my Brother's Camp : 


| Myſelt---oh ! yet lie ſtill my beating Heart--- [Afde. 


Whatever Dangers chance, myſelf will be 
The Partner and the Guardian of thy Flight. 

Ari, Now what Return to make---oh let me ſink, 
With all theſe warring Thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to Earth, and hide the vaſt Conſuſion, 

Rod. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his 

Head, | 
In ſullen Silence ; ſee! he turns away, 
And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth, + 
To what am I betray*d ! oh Shame! Diſhonour 
And more than Woman's Weakneſs! He has ſeen me, 
| Seen 
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Seen my fond Heart, and ſcorns the eaſy Prize. 48 
Blaſt me, ye Lightnings, ſtrike me to the center, Not 
Drive, drive me down, down to the Depths beneath ; Ast 
Let me not live nor think——let me not think, R 


For I have been deſpis*d ten thouſand thouſand, Deli 
And yet ten thouſand Curſes —oh my Folly !—- hut 


Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the Earth, A 
[ Kneeling, 


In humble adoration of your Goodneſs ; 
Thus with my lateſt accents breathe your Name, 
And bleſs you ere I die. Oh Redogune, | 
Fair Royal Maid! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, 
Content and everlaſting Peace dwell with thee, 
And every Joy be thine. Nor let one Thought 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Aribert 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden Py * 
Or ſtain thee with a Tear. Behold J go, 
Doom'd by eternal Fate, tomy long Reſt; 
Then let my Name too die, fink to oblivion, 
And fleep in Silence with-me in the Grave. 
Rad. Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 
Ari. 1 cannot. 
Rod. Why? Dy 
Behold I give thee Life. 
Ari. And therefore oh ! 
Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die, 
But dare not be oblig'd, I dare net owe 
W hat I can never Render back. 
Red. Confuſion ! | 5 
Is then the Bleſſing, Life, become a Curſe, 
When offer'd to thee by my baleful Hand? 
Ari. Oh, no! for you are all that's good and gri- 
cious; 25 
Nature, that makes your Sex the Joy of ours, 
Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you Sweetneſt, 
So mix'd with ſtrength, with Majeſty ſo rais*d, | 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, 
And love, while they obey, Nor ſtay'd ſhe there, 
But to the Body fitted ſo the mind, 
As each were faſhion'd ſingly to exce], 
As if fo fair a Form diſdain*d to harbour 


gra- 
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| A Soul leſs great, and that great Soul could find 


Nothing ſo like the Heav'n from whence it came, 
As that fair Form to dwell in. 

Rod. Soothing Sounds! 
Delightful Flattery from him we love; [Afide. 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes ! 


Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty Maſs of 


Wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my wond'ring Eyes, 
Since I muſt ne'er poſſeſs it, ſince my Heart, 


| Once giv'n, can ne'er return, can know no Name 


But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda ? 


Fix'd to its Choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 


It likens not to any other Call. 
So rigid Hermits, that forſake the World, 
Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps and DR 
Seyere in Zeal, and inſolently pious, 
They let attending Princes vainly wait, 
Knock at their Cells, and lure fem forth in vain. 

Rad. How is ſhe form*d? with what ſuperior Grace, 
This Rival of my Love ? What envious God, 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched Werks delete, 
laprov'd and made her more than half divine? 
How has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambrofia 7 
How dy*d her Bluſhes with the Morniag's Red, 
And cloath'd her with the faireſt Beams of Light, 
To make her ſhine beyond me ? 

Ari. Spare the Theme. 

Rod. But then her mind! ye Gads, which of you 

all 
Could make char great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than Heav'nly Fire informs the Maſs ? 
Has ſhe a Soul can dare beyond our Sex, 
Beyond even Man himſelf, can dare like mine ? 
Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſacred Stings | 
Of ſhame and conſcious Pride, diſtracting Rage, 
And all the deadly Pangs of Love deſpis'd 2 
Oh no! the "nl, Nature cannot bear itz 
[ Weeping. 

It ſinks ev*n me, the Torrent drives me down, 


The native Greatneſs of my Spirit fails, 
Thus 
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Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro' my Eyes, Fre t! 
The Floods of Sorrow drown my dying Voice, and! 
And I can only call thee ——cruel Aribert Ki 
Ari. Oh tt ou juſt Heav'n, if mortal Man may dare Oh n. 
To look into thy great Decrees, thy Fate, Far a: 
Were it not better I had never been, _ Or to 
Than thus to bring Affliction and Misfortune,  IWDeſce 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made ſo good and fair? Fy'n t 
Rod. But fee! the King and-cruel Prieſts appear, To ſei 
Nor can I fave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh ; Shall t 
| 5 | [ To Aribert, Their 
But what remains for me? My Heart beats faſt, Think 
And ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight. duch 
My Blood, erewbile at Ebb, now flows again, But kt 
And with new Rage I burn. Since Love is loſt, 
Come thou Revenge, ſueceed thou to my Boſom, | wo'n 
And Reign in all my Soul. Yes I will find her, Begin 
This fatal ſhe, for whom I am deſpis'd. | Deep 
Look that ſhe be your Maſter-piece, ye Gods; Ari 
Let each celeſtial Hand ſome Grace impart, As, w 
To this rare Pattern of your forming art; Perhaj 
Such may ſhe be, my jealous Rage to move, More 
Such as you never made till now, to prove 1 ö Kin, 
A Vidim worthy my offended Love. [Exit Rodog. 


. other Attendants. yu 3-202 
King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious Bo) 
Wo't thou render back thy Theft? Conſider, 7 


Enter at the other Door the King, Priefls, Guards, and [Th 


— 


The Precipice is juſt beneath thy Feet, + Seo. 
Tis but a Moment and I puſh thee off, The in 
To Plunge for ever in eternal Darknefs. = Pi! 
Somewhat like Nature has been buſy here, eve © And th 
And made a ſtruggle for thee in my Soul; King 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. i; That t 
Ari. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Pailſon, Speak 
Have blinded your clear Reaſon ; wherefore elle Seo. 


This frantic wild demand! What! ſhould I yield, _ And w 
Give up my Love, my Wiſe, my Erhelinda, ' . :;\) MW Frome 
To an inceituous Brother's dire Embrace ? + And th 
Oh horror !—---But to bar the impious Thought, our 8 


Know! Heav'n and brave Ambrofius are ber Guiry, „ © Some j 
| re | 
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Fre this, her flight has reach'd the Britons Camp, 
And found her Satety there. e 
King. Fled to the Britons ! 
Oh moſt accurſed Traitor! Let her fly, 
Far as the early Day-ſpring in the Eaſt, 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sun 
Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds unknown ; 
Ev'n thither ſhall my Love take Wing and follow, 
To ſeize the flying Fair. The Britons —— Gods ! 
Shall they with-hold her!—Firſt, my Arms fhall ſhake 
Their Iſland to the Center. But for thee, 
Think'ſt thou to awe mEwith that Fantom, Inceſt? 
Such empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul? 
But know that mine diſdains em. Bind him ſtrait. 
[To the Prieffs. 
] wo'not loſe another Thought about thee. [Te Aribert. 
Begin the Rites and dye the hallow'd Steel 
Deep in his Chriſtian Blood. 'The Gods demand him. 
Ari. Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the Day of great Account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may'ſt thou find Mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy Brother here. Farewell. 
King. Farewell. To Death with him, and end the 
Dreamer. | 
[The Priefts bind Aribert, and lead him to the Altar, 
while the ſolemn Mufick is playing. | 
Enter Seofrid, 
Seo, Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious Rites; 
The inſtant Dangers ſummon you away; | 
DeſtruQion threatens in our frighted Streets, 
And the Gods call to Arms. | 
King. What means the Fear 
135 That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard Viſage ? 
lon, I Speak out, and eaſe this Labour of thy Soul. 
3 Seo. Oh fly, my Lord ; the Torrent grows upon us, 
„ And while ] ſpeak, were loſt, Fierce Offa comes; 
From every part his crowding Enſigns enter, 
And this way waving bend, With idle Arms 
Four Soldiers carelels ſtand, and bid fem paſs; 
ard: Some join, but all reſuſe to _ againſt em; 


bert, 


They 
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They call fem Friends, Companions, and their Coun- 


trymen, 
A choſen Band, led by the hau ghty Princeſs, 
Imperious Rodogune; move {ſwiftly hither 
To intercept your paſſa ge to the Palace. 
That only Strength is left, then fly to reach it. 11 
Tg: Jars Chance] but haſte Wn] that Tm 
rait; 
They ſha not bar. my Vengeance. 
Seo. Sacted Sir, | 125 
Think only on your Sa ſeiy. For ho bine, 


| Your Crown, but mote your Love, a thouland Reaſons, 


All urge you to deter his Fate; Time preſſes, 
Or 1 could ſpeak eim plain. 
King. Then hear me, Prieſt, 
1 give him to thy Charge. 
Seo. They come my Lord. [Is Hout. 
King. Look to him wel] ; fot, by yon dreadful * 
Thy Life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: 
Firſt kill bim, plunge thy Ponyard in his Boſem, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. 
{Exeunt King, Seotrid, Guards and Attendants. 
Prieſi. Be chear'd,, my Lord, | 
Nor keep one Doubt of me ; Iam your Slave. 
Ihe King:1 is fed and with him all your Dangers. \ 
Fate has ielcr/ you: for ſome glorious .purpole ; 
And tee your Guardian Goddeſs comes to fave you, 
To break your Bonds and make you ever happy. 


Enter Rodogune, Soldiers and other Attendants. 


Red. Well have our Arms prevail'd: Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateſul as be is, by me he lives. 
Did I not come with too officioua Haſte, [To Atibert. 
Once mote to preſs the Burden, Life, upon you? 
To offer with an Idiot's Importunity, 
The nauſeous Benefit yon icorn'd before? 

Ari. W1refusd the Bleſſing from your Hands, © 
"Thirk-1t not pt rudely cone with ſullen Pride; 
»1ce Life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt Gifts, 


Let both 90 04!d be receiv'd, both kept with Honour. x 


Rod.” Howe ter live—yes; I will bid thee live, 
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o matter what enſues. Fly far away, 

orget me, blot my Name from thy Remembrance, 
ind think thou ow'ſt me nothing What! in Bonds 
Vell was the Taſk reſery'd for me. But thus | 
break thy Chain Would I could break my own. 


un- 


Enter an Officer. | | 
Offi. A Party of our Horſe, that late went forth 
omark the Order of the Britons Camp, 
et in their Courſe ſome Servants of the King; 
For ſo they call'd themſelves. Ours judg*d em Traitors, 
and would have ſeiz'd as flying to the Foe. 
\ſter a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap*d, | 
he Reſt, for fo your princely Brother wills, 
\ ;ithout attend your Order. | 
Rod. Let 'em enter. 
\ Woman ! 


utor 


Enter Ethelinda, and two Attendants, guarded. 


Eibe. ls there then an End of Sorrows ! 
„ a2 4 tc Running to Aribert. 
Has then that cruel Chance that long purſu'd me, 
That vext me with her various Malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my wiſh, 
Lodg'd me once mere within thy faithful Arms! 
Ari. Oh my foreboding Heart! Oh fatal meeting! 
Lebe. Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
hy deſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh! wherefore, 
Wherefore theſe Tears that ſtain thy manly Viſage? 
hey told me Heay'n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
ves, {Md Rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
lo fave thee from thy cruel Brother's Hand. 
ert. W'\ by therefore doft thou mourn, when thou are bleſt ? 
| Or does ſome new Affliction wound thee ? fay : 5 14 
'erhaps I am the Cauſe. _ Eon a 1 
Red. By all the Tortures, et n 
The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, tis ſhe, | 
My Curſt, my happy Rival. See the Siren, 
dee how with eager Eyes he drinks her Charms, 
5 Wark how he liſtens to her ſweet Allurements.; 
= bbe winds herſelf about his eaſy Heart. wk 
„ | C2 5 And 
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And melts him with her ſoft enchanting Tongue. 
Ethe, Wo't thou not anſwer yet? 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda ! 
Why art thou here? Is this the Britons Camp? 
1s Lucius here ? Haſt thou a Brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong ? 
Ethe. Have I not thee? 1443 
Ari. Me! what can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. | 
Red. Il doubt no more. 
My jealous Heart confeſſes hier its Foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppole her ; 
Nor ſhall ſhe triumph ofer me. No, ye Gods! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a Wretch, 


She too ſhall ſuffer with nee. Prince, you ſeem _ 


[To Aribert, 


To know this Pris*ner, whom the Saxon Chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the Britons. 


However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon ; 
Nor can you grieve, if Juſtice dooms her to | 


That Fate ſhe has deſerv'd. Bear her to Death.” © 


| . [To the Guard.. 
Ethe. Alas! to Death! What mean you? ſay, by 
what 1 | 
Unknown, unwilling Crime have I offended? 
To you, fair Princets, ſince tis you that judge me, 
Thot new this Moment to my Eyes firſt known, 
To you I bend, to you I will appeal, [ Kneeling. 
And learn my Crime from you. Th 7 HOTTIE 
Ari. Learn it from me? | 
1 am thy Crime, 'tis Aribert deſtroys thee. 
Etbe. If thou art my Offence, I've finnd indeed, 


Even to a vaſt and numberleſs Account; 


For from the time when I beheld thee firſt, [To Aribert. 

My Soul has not one Moment been without thee ; 

Still thou haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant Thought, 

Like Light, the daily Bleſſing of my Eyes, 

And the dear Dream of all my ſweeteſt Slumbers. 

Rod Oh the diſtracting Thought! by: 
Ethe. Nor will you think it 


To Rodogune. 
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A Crime to love, for that I love is true. 
In your fair Eyes I read your native Goodneſs. 
Hap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as Aribertto me: 
Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for loving? 
Think but on that, and I ſhall find your Pity ; 
For Pity ſure and Mercy dwell with Love. _ 
Red. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death» 
Cloſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
That thou may*ſt look and talk no more Deluſion. 
For oh! thy ev'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro”? me, 
And kills my very Heart: Hence, bear her hence, 
My Peace is loſt for ever— but ſhe dies- 
Ari. Oh hold | for 
Rod. Wherefore doſt thou catclimy Gaament ?- 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the Rack : com'ſt thou 
To double all my Pains, and with new Terrors, 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul 
Ari. What ſhall I ſay to move thee ? 
Rid. Talk forever, 
Winds ſhall be. ſtill, and Seas forget to roar, 
The Din of babbling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 
All ſhall be kuſn'd as Death, while thou art ſpeaking; 
For there is Muſic in thy: Voice. 
Ari. Then hear me: 
Vith gentleſt Patience, with Compaſiſon hear me, 
bus while I-fall before thee, graſp thee thus, 
[bus with a bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's Life. 
Rod. Tho? thou wert dearer to my doating Eyes 
han all they knew beſides; tho? I could hear thee 
'hile Ages paſt away; yet by the Gods, 
{ ſuch there are, who rule o'er Love and Jealouſy, 
ind ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Paſſions, 
ſwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. | 
Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 
Which ſha'not be deny'd ;. to ſhare one Fate, 
ind die with her I love. . 
Red. Ungrateful Wretch! 
let I would make thy Life my Care | 
| 3 Ari. 
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Ari. No more: 
Now I ſcorn Life indeed. Tho you had . 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
Beſtow'd on all his various Works together, 

Tho' all Ambition aſks, the kingly Purple, 

| Glory and Wealth, and Power, were your*s to give, 
Tho' length of Days and Health were in your Hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chooſe 

To turn the Gift with Indignation back, 

And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 

And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave. 

Rod. Then take thy With, and let both die togethe, 
Yes, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at eaſe for ever. 

Etbe. Oh my Love! 

What can I pay thee back for all this Truth! 5 
What! but, like thee, ts triumph in my Fate, 
And think it more than life to die with thee. 
Haite then, ye Virgins, break the tender Turf, 
And let your chaſter Hands prepare the Bed, 
Where my dear Lord and 1 mult reit together; ; 
Then let the Myrtle and the Roſe be ftrow'd, 
For 'tis:my ſecond better bridal Day. 

On my cold Boſom let his Head be laid, 

Ang look that none diſturb us; 

Jill the laſt Trumpet's Sound break our long Sleep, 
And cails us up to everlaſting Bliſs. [Sight 

Rod. Hence with em, take 'em, drive em fromm 

Ihe fatal Pair [Exeunt Ari. and Ethe guard: 
That Look fhall be my laſt. 

| feel my Sou] impatient of its Bondage, 

Ditdaining this unworthy idle Paſſion, 

And ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 

t tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire ; 

While Love and Aribert, thoſe meaner Nunes, 

Are left far, far behind, and loſt for ever. 

So if by chance the Eagle s noble Offspring, 

Aden in the Neft, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, 

Compell'd awhile he bears his Cage and Chains, 

And like a Pris'ner with the Clown remains ; 

But when his Plumes ſhoot forth, and Pinions ſwell, 

He quits the Ruſtic, and his homely Cell, 

Breaks from his Bonds, and in the Face of Day, 

Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away; 
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Delights'thro! Heav'n's wide pathleſs Ways. to 80, 
Plays with Fowe's Shafts, and gra ſps his dreadful Bow, ( 


| Dwells with immortal Gods and ſcorns the 'World'( - 


below. [Exeunt Rodogune and Attendants. 


"ACT v. SCENE I. The Palace. 
Enter the King and Seofrid.. . 


2 


King. Ns: I will follow the fond Chace no more; 
No more purſue the flying Fantom, Glory; 


But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 

Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs 

If the Gods guide the World by Fate or Fortune. 
Let 'em'take back the worthleſs Crown they gave, 


| Since they refuſe their better-Bleſſings to me. 


Seo. If not to Glory, yet awake to Love: 
And tho' regardleſs of your royal State, 


Yet lire for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 


Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die! 
Helpleſs, and deſolate methinks ſhe ſtands,. 


And ealls you to her Aid. 


King. What] doom'd to die! ; 
ies then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold ? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
dhall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy? 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, 
Till J am loſt forever, ſunk in Extaſies, 
And bury'd in ten thouſand thoufand Sweets ? 
What! ſhall ſhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 
No ——— TI will oace more rouſe ine to the War, 
And ſnatck her from her Fate. | 
Seo. Ihen het the means te ac. > 
By which the Gods preſerve your Crown and Love. 
wald, of all our Saxon Chiefs the firſt, _ 
And neare!t to your Brother's Heart, had draun 
The choſen Strength of all the Briti/h Youth, 
Under the leading of, the gallant, Lucius, 
lo fave the Prince from your impending Wrath. 
By ſecret Marches they are near, advanc'd, . 
And meant this Night to make their bold Attempt. 
King. How favours this my purpoſe ? 
Seo, Thus, my Lord, C4 I have 
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I haye prevail'd, their Force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ſtill your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and his haughty Siſter,. 


Secure and infolent with new Succeſs, 


Deſpiſe your Numbers, and inſerior Strength, 


And may this Night with Eaſe become your Prey. 

O/wald attends without to learn your Pleaſure, 

And bear it to the valiant Britiſß Chiefs. [hate, 
King. The Britons! Gods! the Nation Which! 

That Ofzvald too !—The Traitor ſtill has been 

Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 


His Boſom, fawning Paraſite No matter; 


They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart, 
And I will uſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 
I will look kindly on the Wretch I loath, 
And mile on him I deſtine to Deſtruction. 
Bid him approach. 
[Exit Seofrid, and Re- enter with Od 
Seo. The valiant Ofwald, in. 
King. Your Friend has ſpoke at large your bold deſign, 
Worthy your Courage, and your princely Friend. 


And howſoe'er the meddling Hand of Chance. 


Has ſown th unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 

Yet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in Aribert. 

Nor ſhall my Hand be flow to lead you on, 

Till we have driven theſe haughty Inmates forth; 

And independent fix d that ſov'reign Right, 

Which our brave Fathers ſought to gain in Britain; 
O. With honourable Purpoſe are we come, 

With friendly Greeting from the Britons King. 

And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. ? 

This enly he demands; ſend back the Troops 

Which late arriv'd with Ofa, now your Foe - 

As well as his; and ſet your Princely Brother, 


With the fair Erhelinda, ſafe, and free. 


Theſe juſt Conditions once confirm'd to eiu, | 


 Ambrofrus is the Friend of Royal Hengiſt. 


The Britons then ſhall j join their Arms with. your 's, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts,  . - 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful Kent, 


3 


Lov 


Put 


The Royal Convert: 57 

King. In friendly Part take we his profer'd- Love. 
Bear this our Signet to the gallant Lucius 

8 [Giving his Ring to Oſwald. 
Our Bond and Pledge of Peace, which in full Form ö 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger en 
Is well remov'd, and better time allows. | 
Haſte thou to join our valient Friends the Britons. 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full Inſtructions for your private March, 
And means of Entrance here; with the whole Order' 
In which we mean t'attack the common Foe. 
Ofw. I go, my Lord, and may the Gods 7 us. 
4 | | xit. 

[The King looks after Oſwald, then turns and walks 

tavo or three times haſtily croſs the Stage. 

So. Ha! whence this ſudden Start! [Afide.] That 

wrathful Frown, | 
Your Eyes fierce glancing, and your changing Viſage, 
Now pale as Death; now purpled o'er with Flame, 
Give me to know your Paſſions are at odds, 
And your whole Soul is up in Arms within: 

King. Oh thou haft read me right, haſt ſeen me well; 
To thee have thrown off that Maſk:I worre; | 
And now the fecret workings of my. Brain, 

Stand all reveal'd to thee. I tell thee, Seofrid;. 

There never was a Medley of ſuch thinking. 

mbition, Hatred, Miſchief and Revenge, 

Gather like Clouds on Clouds; and then anon; \ 
Love, like a golden Beam of Light, ſhoots thro”, 

Smiles on the Gloom, and my Heart bounds withPleaſure. 
Put 'tis no Time for talk. To Siwald fly, 

My Soldier and my Servant, often try*d ;. 

Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe, 

And hold em ready by the Night”: firſt Fall. 

Let 'em be all of Courage, well approv'd ; 

Such as dare follow whereſoe ler lead, 

Where-eter this Night, or Fate, or Love ſhall bear me. 

Sro. I haſten to obey you. But alas 
Aight your old Mar have leave to ſpeak his Fears 

King. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears 


but be not wiſe too much. Oſt thou haſt told me, 
C 5 Love 


hate. 
nich! 
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Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion. 
This Night I mean to prove it, and forſake it. 
I was, *tis true, the Slave of this ſoft Folly, 
And waited at an awful, abject Diſtance, 
Reftrain'd by idle Rules, which ſcorntul Beauty 
And ſullen Honour diate ; but no more, 
No! by our Gods, I'll ſuffer it no more. 
Seo, Where will this Fury drive you ? 
King. Tomy Heav'n, | 
To Eibolinds' s Arms. This very Evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, 
And wreak my Vengeance on the Saxon Off, 
Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 
will not be hard to ſeize the weeping Fair , 
And, while the fighting Fools contend in vain, 
With all the Wings the Go.l of Love can lend, 
To bear her far away. 
Ses. Ha! whither mean you 
To bend this raſh (I fear) this fatal Flight ? 
King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle Waves, 
To _ the Thames in his imperial Stream, 
Thou know'tt I have a Caſtle of ſuch Strength, 
As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Siege. 
'Thither I mean to Bear my lovely Prize, 


And, in deſpite of all the envious World, 


There riot in her Arms. But break we off, 


Haite to perform my Orders; and then follow, 
Ani ſhare in all the Fortunes of thy King. [Eæit _ 


1 Manet Seolrid. 0 
| "IH Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring Bend 
And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought, 


lo keep the weary Spirits waking ſtill ; 


To goad and drive em in eternal Rounds 
Om reitlels racking Care; *tts all in vain. 


' Elim Goddets Chance! henceforth I follow thee. 


ne Politicians of the World may talk, 
May make a mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 
I Leir +-4 : hemes and Arts; their Wiſdom is thy Slave. 
| [Exit Seolnd 
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Enter Arithert and Ethelinda. 

„ ETH EL EN Digh . i 
When the bleſt Hour of Death at length is near, 
When we ſhall weep no more,” bur live for ever, 

In that dear Place, where no Misfortunes come: 


Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 


Wen thick defcending Angels crowd the Air,” 
And wait with Crowns. of Glory to reward us. 


| Why art thou ſad; my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 


Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel Moment comes, 
That mutt divide our faithful Loves for ever. 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both,ſhall.periſh, 
Sink to the Place where all things are forgotten. 
Our Youth. and fair Affections ſhall be barren; 
Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers know, 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 
To draw a Tear from each who reads our Story: 


And doſt thou aſk me whetefore I am ſad 2. 


Ethe. Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my Heart grie ves to want its Heav'n ſo long, 
Pants for its Bliſs, and ſickens with Delay, 
Yet! could be content to live for the. 
Yes, Iwill on thy Image ſtands before me, 

And intercepts my Journey to the Stars, 

Calls back the fervent Preathings of my Soul 

lo Earth and thee ; with longing Looks [ turn, 
Forget my Flight, and linger here beioõwWw. 

Ari. Is it decreed, by Heaven's eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above, 
Put thoſe. who ſorrow here > Mult we be wretched ? 
Muſt we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, 
lo walk our deep, our inborn Saints away, 8 

5 r 


% Sr He a ; wo" nh > l „ » 7 a * . 
1 ; 8 | 7 ; "REPS, 3. ME REN 3 . a 
8 CEN E changes to a Temple. 
F | f 5 7 „ * 8 . © OY! 771 OT 3 | 
83 4 . 3 2 : 


HEN this, the laſt of all our: Days of gorro v, 
Flies faſt, and Haſtens tö fulfil its Courſe, 5 


Why doſt thou mourn? hen that good time is come, 
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Or never ſee the Saints, anc{ taſte their Joys? A 
Erbe. The great o'er-ruli ng Author of our Beings, BY 
Deals with his Creature Man in various Ways, | Fe 
Gracious and good in all: ſome feel the Rod, 

And own, like us, the Father's chaſt ning Hand, 
Sev'n times, like Gold, they paſs the purging Flame, 
And are at laſt refin d; while gently ſone 
Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rub. 7 
With Honour; Health, with Friends and Plenty bleſs's; 
Their Vears roll round in Innocence and Eaſe. 
Hoary at length, and in a good old Age, 

They go declining to the Grave in Peace, 
And change their Pleaſures here for Joys above: 
Ari. To have ſo many Bleſſings heap'd on me, 
Tranſcends my With. - I.-aſkid but only-thee. 4" 
Give me, I ſaid, but Life and Ethelinda; © 

Let us but run the common Courſe together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, 

And take us to thy Mercy then, good Heav'n. 

But Heav'n thought that too much: 

Etbe. If our dear Hopes, 1 he e 

Tf what we value moſt on Earth, our Loves, 
Are blafted thus by Death's untimely Hand, 
Ir nothing good re ma ins for us below, | 

So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, 

Jo ſeek beyond the Stars our better Portion; T 
That wond'rous Bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ſtore, 3 
Well to reward us for our Loſſes here; I A 
hat Bliſs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n can give. 0 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Ethelinda, 8 

And more to me Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs ! 

Where ſhall my Soul make Reow-for more than 4#iber!? 


Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 
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Rod. If, white ſhe lives, ſtill I am doom'd to ſuffer, A 
Why am4 cruel to myſelf? No more—— ' = 
'Tis fooliſh Pity—— How ſecure of Conqueſt | T 
Ihe ſoft Enchantreſs looks! but beat Peace; 1 
Peat not, my Heart, for ſhe. ſhall fall thy Victim. Di 
Appear, ye Prieſts, ye dreadful holy Men; © - Ol 
Ye Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine. M. 


Appea 


3 d, 


Tots 


i 


And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. 
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Appear and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Chriſtian. 
Bear her to Death, and let her Blood atone 


For all the Miſchiefs of her Eyes and Tongue. 


8 
2— — "i 


| The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the inner part of the 


Temple. A Fire is prepar'd on one of the Altars, 
near it are plac'd. a Rack, Knives, Axes, and other 
Inſtruments of Torture; ſeveral Prieſts att ending as 
for a Sacrifice, | 


ARIBERT. 


” FE where Death comes, array!d in all its Terrors; 


'The Rack, conſuming Flames, and wounding Steel. 
Your cruel Triumph had not been complete, 


Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin; 


Tear off my Robes, and bind me to the Rack; 

Stretch out my corded Sine wi, till they burſt, 

And let your Knives drink deep the flowing Blood. 

You, ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 
ce Guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda: 

Ofiic. Hold! ; 


The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd : The Woman 


Is firft ordain'd to ſuffer. Ere the fall 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em 
Or prove the Torture. | | 
Ethe. I diſdain tho'e Gods. | | 
O fic. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the Rack. 
Ari. What her !——Oh mercileſs! | 
Ethe. Oh, ſtay me not, my Love !: with Joy | go, 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant, Way. 
Ari. And can my Eyes endure it to behold 
Thy tender Body. torn ?- theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their Snowy Folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain ? 
Oh Rodegune ! read, read in my full Eyes, | 
More than my Tongue can ſpeak, and [pare my Love.— 
ad. 
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Red. And could'ſt thou find no other Name but that? 
Thy Love! Oh fatal, curſt, diſtraQting Sound ! 8 
No, I will ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray'r, | 
And whiſper to myſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, 

The Gods are juſt at length, and then ſhalt feel 
Pains, ſuch as L have known. | 

Ari. Let me but die; 

Cut off this hated Object from your Sight.— 

Rod. Nor that for know that I can too ws, 
And make thee mourn my Coldneſs and Diſdain. 

No more ! I' hear no more. 

Ari. They bind her! ſee 
See with rude Cords they ſtrain her tender Limbs, 

Till the red Drops fart from their ſwelling Channels, 
And with treſh Criihſon paint her dying Paleneſs. 
Oh all ye Holt of Heav'n! ye Saints and Angels! 

Eihe. Oh ſtay thy Tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Soul, 

For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combat. 


In vain they lavith all their cruel Arts, 


And bind this feeble Body here in vain; 

The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the Wing, 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort'ring Flames, 
And ſcorns their Tyranny Oh follow thou ! 

Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my Aribert. 

'Tis but a ſhort, mort Paſlage to the Stars. 

Oh follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, 

And ſearch the bliſsful Regions round in Vain. 


Emer an Of EET 
Off. Arm, royal Maid, and take to your D:ſence, 


The King with tudden Fury ſallies forth, 
And drive cur utmoſt Guards with foul — 


Rod. The King! What Frenzy brings the Madman on 
Thus headlong to his Fate ?—But let him come, 
His Death ſhall fi Imy Triumph Wealth and Honours, 
The nobleſt, beſt Rewards, thall wait the Man, 
Whoſe Incky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. 


Enter à Second Officer, his Sword drawn. 


Sec. 4 Hengiſt is here ; he bears down all before 
im; 


The 
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The Britons too have join'd their Arms to his, 

And this way bend their Force. | 
Rod. Fly to my Brother, Io ber Attendants. 
And call htm to our Aid. 

[Shouts within, and claſhing of Swords. 

King within. Slave, give me way, „ 

Orc I will tear thy Soul. — — | 
Sol. awithin. You paſs not here. 
Seo. within. What, know'lt thou not the King ?— 
Oh curled Villain! | - 


Enter the King wounded, $eofrid, Olwald, and Soldi- 
ers, with their Swords drawn. Oflwald runs ts 
Allbert. 


Ses. Perdition on his Hand—you Bleed, my Lord! 
King. My Blood flows faſt-What, can I languiſh now !- 
So near my Wiſh—Lend me thy Arm, eld Seofrid, - 
To bear me to her—Ha.! bound to the Rack! 
Mercileſs Dogs ye moſt p Miciouz Slaves! 
And ſtand ye ſtupid, haggard and amd! 
Fly ſwift as Thought, and ſet her free this Moment, 
Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more facred 
Than all your Function knows, your Gods and you, 
Your Temples, Altars, and your painted Shrines, 
Your holy Trumpery, ſhall blaze together. 
| [ They unbind Ethelinda. 
Rad. Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune now. 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me, 
And help me now to bear it as Tought. 
King. The feeble Lamp of Lite ſhall lend its Blaze, 
To light me—thus far—only—and no farther. _ 
[ Falling at Ethelinda's Feet. 
Vet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 


As if I hop'd to gather 1 from thence, 


Such as might ſeed the vital Flame for ever. 
Ethe. Alas! you faint! your haſty Breath comes 
ſhort, | - ww 
And the red Stream runs guſhing from your Breaſt, 
Call back your Thoughts from each deluding Paſſion, 
And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight ; 


Call back your Thoughts to all your former Days, 
; | - 


* 
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To ev'ry unrepented Act of Evil; 
And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. 


King. Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain ;: = 
The Gods and IT have done with one another. . 
This Night L mean to rival them in Happineſs. Ba. 
Spite of my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſs, pi 
This Night I meant t'have paſt within thy Arms. ©, 

Ethe. Oh! Horror! 85 

King. But tis gone: Thoſe envious Gods 771 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes; C 
They have deſpoil'd me of my Crown and Life, 1 
By a Slave*s Hand But J forgive fem that. 0 
Thee they have robb'd me of my Joys in thee—— 5 
Ha ve trod me down to wither in the Grave. 8 

Seo. My Maſter, and my King! | Be 

King. Old Man, no more: 1 15 
Ihave not leiſure for thy Grief— Farewell | du 
Thou, Aribert ſhall live, and wear my Crown A; 


Take it, and b a with it as 1 was, 
Bur Edglinds; K. too fall be thine : | 
That—that's too much. This World hasnothing in it 
So good to give—the next may have—I know not 
| | [The King dies. 
Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Soul. 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Love ; 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to draw upon us, 
And Heav*n at length wgracious to our Wiſhes: 
Eibe. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 
And ſuch tlie Terrors of my Sleepleſs Nights, 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt th'uncertain Happineſs : 
Tho' at the Muſic ef thy Voice, I own, | 
My Soul is huſht, it ſinks into a Calm, 
And takes fure Omen of its Peace from the. 
Ojww. To end your Doubts, your Brother, the brave 
Lucius, | [To Ethelinda. 


Will ſoon be here: Ev'n now he ſends me word, 
Fierce Offa and the Saxors fly before him ; 

The conqu'ring Britons fence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safety wait upon your Loves. 


Ari. Not you, fair Princeſs, frown upon our Hap- 


Still 


22555 S2 


pineſs. 


e 


1 


The Royal Convert. „ 

Still ſhall my grateful Heart retain your Goodneſs, 
And ſtill be mindful of the life you gave. 
Nor muſt you think yourſelf a Pris'ner here : 
Wheneler you ſhall-appoint, a Guard attends, 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honour. 

Rad. Yes, I will go ; fly, far as Earth can bear me; 
From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever. 
Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows ;- 
Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe Arts, 
That cheat our Eyes, and wound our eaſy. Hearts; 
Curſt may you be for all the Pains you give, 
And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we receive; 
Curſt be your Brutal Pow'r, your tyrant Sway, 


By which you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 


Be juſt for once, and equal the Command . 
Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her turn, 
Subdue Mankind beneath her haughty Scorn, 
And Smile to ſee the proud Oppreſſor Mourn. 
5 [Exit Rodogune, 

O/w. The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle Curſes 
Far, far away from you, while ev'ry Bleſſin 
Attends to crown you. From your happy N uptials, 
From royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, | 
Join'd to the Faireſt of the Britiſb Dames, 

Methinks I read the People's future Happineſs z 
And Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you. 

Ethe. Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain ;. 
Since I have often heard a holy Sage, 
A venerable, old, and Saint-like 3 | 
With Viſions often bleſt,-and often in Thought 


Kapt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats above, 
Thus, with Divine, Prophetic Knowledge fill'd,, 


Diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 

Of royal Race a Briti/h Queen ſhall riſe, 

Great, Gracious, pious, fortunate and Wiſe z: 

Todiftant Lands ſhe ſhall extend her Fame, 

And leave to latter Times a mighty Name: 

Tyrants ſhall fall, and faithleſs Kings ſhall bleed,, 

And Groaning Nations by her Arms be freed, 1 
n — 
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But chief this happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 

And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 

From hoſtile Rage ſhe ſhall preſerve it, free, 

Safe in the Compaſs of her ambient Sea: 

'Tho' fam'd her Arms in many a cruel Fight, | 

Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, 

And her chief Glory ſhall be to UniTe. _ 

Pids, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more be known, 

But Briton be the noble Name alone. 

With Joy their ancient Hate they ſhall forego, 

While Ditzord: hides her baleful Head below; 

Mercy, an Truth, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 

Andev*ry Virtue crowd to grace her Reign: 

Auſpicious Heav'n on all her Days ſhall ſinile, 

And with eterna! Union bleſs her Britiſh Ile. A 
4 | [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. OL vrizLD, who Acted 
ET HR L TEN DA. 


H E Buſineſs of the Day being now gone through, 
I quit the Saint, and amlike one of you: | 

As well to look to, the“ not quite ſo Good; 

I hate in Spirit, but keep my Fleſh and Blood. 

The Moral of this Play, being rightly ſcann d, 

Is, He that leaves his none dear Wife is damn*&d. | 

1 leave to you to make the Application : 

The Doctrine, tho“ a little out of Faſhion, | 

May be of uſe in this ſame finful Nation. 

What think you of the Matter? which of you 

Would for his Spouſe, lik» my true Turtle do? 

When wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 

IWho would not lea ve his Wife to make his Fortune? 

To ſome I know it may appear but odly : 

That this place, of all athers, ſhould turn godly : 

But what of That? fince ſome go92d Souls there are 
Would gladly be inflrufed any where ; 

Nor thould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Teacher, 

The wiſeft Man is not the ableſt Preacher. 

Ewv'n we, poor Women, have ſometimes the Paw'r, 

Read as you are, and rich in Learning's Store, 

To teach you Men what you neer knew before, 

Ton enthuſiaſtic Rage we ſavell, | 

Mar Foam, nor act Tom Tumbler out of Zeal. | 
But tho ave don't pretend to Inſpiration, 

Tet like the Prophets of a Neighbour Nation, | 
Our Teaching chiefly lies in Agitation. 

Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wand'ring Brains, 
Our Author might: have ſpar'd his tragic Pains, 
Zy that yeu ve ſupp d, and are ſet into Drinking, 
Some ſeveeter Mutters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs-divine, writ on each Glaſs before ye, 
You'll be but little better for our Story. 

But fince the parting Hour, tho late, will come, 
And all of you; at haſt as I preſume, 

May find ſome kind, inſtructive She at home, 

Then Curtain Lectures will, J Hope, be read, 
TheſeMorals then, which from your Thoughts were fled, 
Shall be put home to you, and taught a- bed. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


* 


OV, whoin furious Factions take delight, 
Know, you are not to be regal'd to-night 
Thoſe Scenes do not one ſparing Blow afford, 
But Peace and Moderation is the Word : 
No Side, nor Man on either Side, is bit, 
Me fingle out no Courtier, Clown, 01 Cit, 
And if you're angry, tis all wrong, you're bit. 
Mor let the avell-bred Man, of Parts and Jaſte, 
Look ſharp for Dainties at a Country Feaſt; 
Expect no ſprighily Turns nor Language here, 
But reft contented with your homely Chear, 
| 'Tis ſuch as we could get at Croydon Fair. 
Our Men of Mirth have never been at Court, 
Il bere Beaux and Belles and gentler Wits reſort, 
Biters indeed] and of the better fort. 
To bare bamboaz ling we may chance pretend, 
Or by the Chriften Name to catch a Friend 
But to ſome happier Wit we leave to tell, 
Of theſe who in true Biting moſt excel, 
For that great Wark old Bards ſhall riſe again, 
And the Sicilian Maids renew the laſty Strain, 
Let not a Rival Writer flir up Spit? 
In you, who judge of Comedr, or write ; 
For tho” fond Parents on their Offspring dote, 
And ed ry Idiot Author loves the Brat be got; 
Tet ours gives freely up his Petit Piece, 
And favears that you may ule it as you pleaſe. 
Nay, ſhould you take his Drolling in good part, 
le owns this only as a youthful Start, 
nd ſets no Claim up to the Comic Art. 
do when keen Patriots purſue the Chace, a th 
The ſhifting Stateſman yields and ſues for Grace, I -: 
Aid to preſerve his Carcaſe quits his Pace. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


O F all the Taxes which the Poet pays, | 


T hoſe Funds of Verſe, none are ſo hard to raiſe | 


As Prologues and as Epilogues to Plays. 

So many mighty Wits are gone before, © 

They ve rified all the Muſes ſacred Store; 

Like Congu ring Armies thro the Province paſs'd, 
Sewept all, and left it ruinſd, void, and waſte, 
Yet, Conſcientious You can flill demand 

Large Contributions from the wretched Land ; 
Expect that we ſhould ſlill purſue the Theme, 

Tho' you deny to us, what you allow'd to them. 


Bold Satyr then you did permit to reign, 
Satyr, that Noiſe and Nonſenſe could reflrain ; 
Then to be pleas d and taught the Hearers came, 
They got Inſtruction, and the Poet Fame. 

Then Strephon's Verſe to either Sex gave Law, 
And charm'd the Fair, and kept the Fools in Awe. 
But now, for Reaſons do yourſekves beſt known, 
Your Father's Wit and Pleaſures you diſovun; 

| Hither ye Heras of Fools ſecurely come; 

Prologue and Epilogue, | 
Your ancient Foes, are muxxled now and dumb. 


We Women think it hard, when Laws prevail, 
That take away our Privilege to rail; 
Maids, Wives, and Mifirefſes, aſſert the Cauſe, 
In ſpite of Reformation and the Laws: 
And tho" the cenjured Stage no Tales muſt tell, 
Yet Viſiting Days and Tea may do as well. 
 Henceforth, in ſolemn Meetings of the Fair. 
Our own dear Sex and all their Failings ſpare 
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EPILOGUE. 


Let no ill. natur d She ſeverely ſay 

IWhat hideous ill-areſs'd Things ſhe ſaw that Day: 
Let envious Uglineſs no more reprove a 
Her fairer Friend's ſucceſsful Pow'r in Lowe; 

But let each able Tongue do all ſhe can, | 
Let Satyr be the Word, and the whole Subject Man. 


Tell of dull Knights, ſad Squires, and wretched Cits, 
Diſplaying Poets, and Briſk biting Wits ; 
Then ſay what Wine, what Friends, what choice Delights, 
Employ their dull Days, and yet duller Nights; 
Lajh ew'ry Fool of ev'ry Kind and Faſhion, 
And be the true Reformers of the Nation. 


& 3:7 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Timothy ene An Eaſfl-India 
CY, very Rich, in Love with 
Mariana, a great Aﬀecter of the Chi- 
nee Cuſtoms, 


Pinch, A Biting Squire, Mr. Pack, 
Cierimont, Nephew to Sir Timothy, Mr. Verbrugg en. 
Friendly, Tn Love with Angelica, Mr. Booth. 

8 cribbleſcrabble, A City Solicitor, Mr. Leigh. 
Handileer. A Foot Soldier, Mr. Knap. 
Trick, Servant to Friendly, Mr. Fieldhouſe. 
Conde, Servant to Pzzch, Mr. Trout. 
Bobee, Servant to Sir T, imothy, Mx. Freeman 


WOMEN. 


Lady Sale, An affected amorous old : 

W. 3 Mrs, Leigh, 

Mariana, Privately marry'd to Cleri- 
mont, and related to Friendly, 

Ange/ira, Daughter to Sir Timothy, 

Mrs. Clever, 

Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble, 


| Mrs. Bracegirdl. 


Mrs. Barry. 
M rs. Lawſon. 


| Servants belonging to Sir Timothy, Two Whores. 


SCENE CROTON. 


Mr. Bettertor. 


Mrs. Mount fort. 
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SCENE, A Country Town. 
Enter CL 8 I M. ON T. 


Cler. I Riend'y ſtays ſomewhat long, for ſo paſſionate a 

Perſon as he ſeems to be. This Lazineſs in 
Love looks as if Matrimony had gone before, and: 
the beſt part of the Buſineſs had been over. Oh. 
| Trick l 1 


Enter Trick. 
Where's your Maſter > 
_ Trick. He'll be here in a minute, Sir; juſt got rid of a 
little Misfortune that follows him. 

Cler. Mis fortune! What Misfortune ? 

Trick. My Lady Stale. | 

Cler. The Devil! Is ſhe with him ? 

Trick. Too true, Sir: Your ancient Gentle- 
woman is a tenacious Animal they ſeldom loſe 
their hold 'till they have drawn Blood; tho' to give 
my Maſter his due, he lives after a frank manner enough 
with her ;——he'll make no ſcruple of dropping her, 
leave her to daggle about the Fair by herſelf, at the firſt 
Stop ſhe makes; we ſhall have him here preſentl) — See, 
didn't. I tell you ſo, Sir? 

| Enter Friendly. £ +. 
Friend, Dear Clerimont, 1 have Ten Thouſand Par- 
4. 1414 A dons; 
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dons to beg of you; I trefpaſs upon your Patience at x 


ſtrange rate. | 

Cler. Dear Sir, truce with your Compliments ; and if 
you pleaſe, Jet us come to the Matter in Hand Yon 
new Houſe is my Uncle's. 1 | 
Tic. Tuou'd ha' made your Honour a pretty Seat, 

if you had not fallen out with him. | | 

Cler. He has been there with his Daughter theſe Three 
Days, — you are in love with her, have a mind to 
marry her. he's a fantaſtical obſtinate old Fellow, and 
reſolves againſt parting either with her or his Money, but 
to a Coxcomb of his own chooſing ; who (by the way) 
came down in the ſame Coach with me to day, ——ſo 
that unleſs we can find out ſome. Stratagem to make an 
Aſs of him, and a happy Man of you, poor Angelica mult 
die a Maid, or marry the Fool, as aforeſaid. 

Friend. In order to that we have already taken all mes- 
ſures, tho' I muſt own 1 apprehend ſome Difficulty in the 
Execution of 'em. Did the Booby Lover that-came 
with you, know you? | LSE © 

Cler. Not at all —T'll aſſure you he's a moſt extrgordi- 
nary Perſon, and a Bitter, as his miſerable Fellow-Travel- 
lers, the very Coachman, and indeed every body we met 
upon the Road, found to their Coſt. TOOK 

Friend. The Devil he is! That new Generation of 


W ags are the moſt inſufferable Teizers.! —— ft happens 
Jockily enough; for your Uncle has met with em ſome 
where or other, and I ſuppoſe has been bit to the put poſe, 
for at the very mention of the Word, {wears tis a vil- 
lanous Deſign to corrupt all our Morality, and. breed up 
our Youth in the Practice of early Lying; he hopes to 
ſee it made Felony by Act of Parliament.—I perceive my 
Rival will hardly prove ſo formidable as we took him 
to be. | CREED | 91 3 

' Trick. Fear nothing, Sir; Rug's the Word, all's ſafe, 
For the old Gentleman, leave him to me. This fair. time 
gives his Country Neighbours a Liberty of coming to his 
Houſe, tho' the inſide of it at another time is as hard to 
be ſeen as a fortified Place in the time of War, but 
the Devil's in him if he can keep us out no-: 
I have engaged two or three very pretty Fellows here 


of the Town to be of the Party with us, ſmart Dogs * 
| the 
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the contriving part, and of moſt invincible paſſive Cou- 
rage to go thro' with the Execution. they have had 
the Honour to be beaten black and blue in ſeveral Ad- 
ventures already. 

Cler. For the reſt, the lovely Mariana, your charming 
Kinſwoman, has engag'd a notable Limb of the Law, a 
City Solicitor, in your Intereſts; if there be any 
thing in his way of Roguery to do you Service you may 
depend upon him. My Uncle is luckily enough too in 
Love with Mariana, to a very ridiculous Extravagance; 
and when a Woman of Wit and Beauty has an old Fel- 
low under thoſe Circumſtances, ſhe ſeldom fails of a 
Secret to make him pliant. 

Friend. But can you, who are ſo delicate a Lou” al- 
low Mariana to make any advances to this extravagant 
Uncle of your's ? 

Cler. To truſt you then with,.a Secret of the laſt Im- 
portance, you. muſt. know I have been marry'd to her 
this Week. 

Friend. To Mariana] | 

Cler. She has made me the happieſt Man in the World. 
Friend. Does your Uncle know any thing of this Mat- 
ter ? 

Cler. Not a \ Syllable, I have been ſo long upon ſcurvy- 
Terms with him, that I thought'twou'd be to little pur- 
po'e to aſk his Conſent. 

Trick. Sir, Sir, as J live, yonder's Mrs. Clever ; 
Mr. Clerimont is in Ditgrace with his Uncle, and I being 
in ſomewhat ſcoundreliſh, or, as your Honour calls it, 
[To Cler.] ſcurvy Terms with him myſelf, what if we 


 Thou'd retain her for an opening Council towards him? 


Cler. Ha! lucky enough. 
? 1 'Sdeath ! She's an intimate Friend of my Lady 
tale's 
Trick, Ah dear Sir, he hath a violent Paſſion for Mo- 
ney ; ſhe loves it better, not than any thing, I wo'nt 
ſay that of her neither, but than any Friend that ever 
the had, from her God-fathers and God-mothers to the 


| laſt new Acquaintan ce ſhe made. 


Cler. Pr'ythee call her have been mi ightily i in her 
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Trick. Hum ! not altogether ſo proper juſt now; 


this way. : | | | 

Friend Let's begone ; — I wou'd not fee her. - And 
d'ye hear, Sirrah, contrive ſome way to rid us of my La- 
dy Stale ; that unlucky amorous Five and Forty 
Face of her's is a mere Omen of ill Fortune, 
we may never meet her 'till our Projects are paſt croſling, 


my Lady Stale has join'd her, and they are both coming 


Trick. I warrant you, Sir: And for Mrs. Clever, you 


may reckon the thing done; you may depend upon- 
her, as much as the French King does upon his Couſlin of 
Bawaria. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Lady Stale and Mrs. Clever. 


Stale, Well, dear Clever, never talk, for this Croydon 


is a moſt inſufferable filthy Place. | 

Clev. There's a great deal of Hurry, Duſt, and Noiſe 
indeed. And yet ſo there are at May Fair and Barthole- 
mew Fair, where all the World come. 
this Place is as diverting as thoſe are, and the People 
are as merry here as there, tho” they are not fo well: 


dreſs'd. 


Stale. Dreſs'd! the Creatures ! why Child; Dreffing's 


a reaſonable thing one muſt have a fine Wit, delicate 
and well turn'd, to be able to Dreſs—— The Things 
that come here never think, they love-Walnuts and Sack, 


and fat Gooſe, and ſeeing of Monſters, and laughing 4 
Gorge deployee, but they never think. Well, 1 am per- 


fectly glad I have met thee. 
the only Woman of Condition here.- 
in the laſt Confuſion to think I could have ſo much Com- 
plaiſance for Friendly to come hither. F'il ſwear I be- 


Fl ſwear I believe I am 


lieve you muſt think me furiouſly fond, to let him en- 


gage me in a Party ſo horribly upon the ridieulous. 
Clew. We have dropt him ſomewhete in the Crous; 
and I fancy 'tis that makes you ſo uneaſy. Come, 
Madam, confeſs, is it not Fealouſy, rather than Com- 
plaiſance, engages you in all Friendly's Parties? To give 
the Man his due, methought he was not ſo very preſſing 
for your Company hither: ; 1 
Stale. Jealous I poor Clever ! ] jealous of the Fellow! 
I ſwear, Madam, you're as much miſtaken; Madam, 28 
perhaps you ever. were in your Life, Madam. After Fa 
g | | WARREN: 


I wiſh 


Methinks 


Fl ſwear I'm 


wo CÞ 
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when one is made ſo very much to one's Advantage, fo 
agreeable, ſo handſome, ſo every thing in the World, and 
when one has ſo fine a Diſcernment to underſi and it ve- 
ry well one's ſelf, Jealouſy is a Paſſion that perhaps af- 
ter all is as little troubleſome as any Paſſion in the World. 

Clev. Oh, Madam! all the World muſt confeſs how 
bountiful Nature has been to yoa, even to the laſt Prodi-- 
gality of Gifts and Graces.. 12 

Sale. Why really, and between Friends, Child, I don't: 
think my Perſon has done Nature one jot of Diſcredit - 
What do you think? ha! as long as good Faces have 
been in Faſhion, ſhe never-finiſh'd one more to her Re- 
putatien. Hugo in e | | 

Clev. Ay, ay, Madam, take your Perſon all together, 
you have all the reaſon in the World to be ſatisfied 


with it. 


Stale. Nay, my Dear, that I am, upon my Word ; —- 


for, as I was ſaying, I think I may, without Affectation, 


aver that I am handſome, rich, nay and young too, in 
ſpite of all the little inſignificant World may ſay to.the: 
contrary. | Fs 

Cle. Why that's true that ſame. World is the- 
Devil— the ridiculous ways they ha ve got in that World f 
— Lou ſhall have em, when they. are vex'd at their 
Hearts that they grow. old themſelves, fancy that every 
Body elſe grows old in Proportion as they do: You ſhall 
have em, becauſe they happen'd to Dance at a Ball 
with a Woman, in the merry Days of King' Charles the- 
Second, cry, Smoke the reverend Gentlewoman; tho?” 
ſhe has as much Cherry colour'd Ribbon, and black 
Hair fruz'd out as any Toaſt of 'em all, and never miſs'd. 
the Front Box of a new Play theſe Thirty Vears. 

Stale. The. World is full of Impertinences ————- 
but you may take my Word for it, that J am young, ve- 


Clev. Oh dear Madam! you don't think there is any- 
occaſion to convince-me of it? Fae; , 

Stale. No, Child, not at all as to that; but be- 
ſides now, beſides all theſe Accompliſhments, I ought to 
pique myſelf fomewhat upon my Birth and Family. 

Clev. Why, that is very hard now, as to this damn'd 


World again. 
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Stale. As how, dear Clever 5 
C/zv. As how ? why that there ſhould be mch a thing 


as Scandal 
fhip's mould run the Gantlet thro' ſo many Viſiting 
Days every Week. 
thouſand People ſay, that you never had Father or 
Mother, Uncle or Aunt, Siſter or Brother, that your. 
ſelf or any other Body knew. of— -nay, not fo 


much as a Huſband, tho' your Ladyſhip has had the Mil. 


fortune to be a diſconſolate Widow for ſo many Years 
laſt paft. 


Stale. This is pita I vow ! but dear Clever, this 


is particularly pleaſant—the ridiculous World! as if e- 
very Body did not know my Family. I'd have em to 
comprehend I have two as fine young Gentlemen as 
ever wore Gowns at the Univerſity the worſt of *em 
(and indeed I think that is Jeremy) the worſt of them 
underſtands Hebrew . And then my Ni jece at 1 
is the prettieſt witty Creature. 

Cley. Ah, Madam, tis not your Fertility; is in Queſ: 
tion, no Body can have the Impudence to diſpate that 
Part ers Family — Your Poſterity is all. ſafe, but 
tis concerning your illuſtrious Anceſtors that the — 
is rais d. 

Stale. Folly to the laſt degree — fwear you FRET 
to be mighty entertaining. 

Clew. You'll pardon me, Madam, that I have dealt 
ſo very (rely with your ue Mien for 
the Sincerity of Friendſhip. | 

Stale. Oh by all means, my Dear, you wrong me-to 
ſuſpect the contrary I have Wit enough to be above 
the little Envy of thoſe talking things: -belides I am 
Rich, have a Fortune, Argent Comprane, Child. 

Clev. A Fortune! | 

Stale. Ay, Clever, a Fortune. 

Clev. Nay, then I don't wonder at your _ 3 
what the World can ſay of you. Poſitively no Body 
can be out of Humour that has Money enough. . 

Stale. I think I have ſome kind of ap | iclinatian to 
Mr. Friendly——the Man loyes me to Folly ;——1I am 


pleas'd he ſhould do fo, and, in ſhort, I intend he ſhall | 
marry me within theſe two Days. 


| cv. 


) 


that Virtue and Merit, like your Lady. 
Why, I believe I have heard a 
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Clew. Well, Madam, I wiſh you good Succeſs——but | 


the World, that has been ſo ill natur'd to diſpute one 
Huſband with you, may try to hinder you of another — 


| therefore haye a care, and make ſure of your Man while 


you can have him.—Between the Wars abroad, and the 
many preſſing Occaſions at home, Men are ſcarce. 
Enter Mariana. 
Mar. My Lady Stale ! Is it poſſible that I ſhould meet 
you here? 
Stale. Mariana! this is the very Predeſtination of 
good Fortune——my Dear, Dear, incomparable Dear ! 


But Child 1 what, are you alone ? 


Mar. Oh, no, Madam, — the Diverſions of this 
Place draw ſo much Company to em, that t would 
be almoſt impoſſible to come alone, eſpecially in a 


Stage-Coach To deal freely with you, I came hither 


upon an Engagement with Mr. Clerimont, - 

Stale. And the reſt of your Company! ? 

Mar. Gallant and engaging to the laſt degree. A Tem. 
pler, a Lady of Wit and Pleafure, and a notable Man 
of Buſineſs out of the City. 

Clev. I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip can give a very good 
Account of the Inns-of-Court-Gallantry ? 

Mar. Oh, Mrs. Clever, your Servant. You have 
brought your uſual Good-huniour hither, I ſee. 

Clzw. J am always very much at your Service, Ma- 
dam. 

Stale, Well, but how have pou diſpos'd of your Com- 
pany ? 

Mar. All diſpers'd my young Squire was taken 
up with four or five fine Ladies in Maſks, 

Sale. And your Lady of Pleaſure ? 

Mar. With a knot of Rakes.— And my Man of 
Buſineſs is engag'd in an Affair of Conſequence. 

Stale. An Affair of Conſequence at Croydon ? 

Mar. Ay, Ill aſſure you, and very great too.— A 
Whim took him to give himſelf a t'other End o' the 
Town kind of an Air, and he wou'd not Pay the Coach · 
man whereupon 
Cbev. 1 ſuppoſe he beat him. 

Mar. Even ſo from Top to e had juſt fi- 


Stale. 


niſh'd 1 when J leſt em. 
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Stale. Very pleaſant !— But, my Dear, have you met- 
with no Adventure yourſelf? 

Mar. Oh with a very good one, I aſſure you: A 
Grenadier of the Guards proffer'd to treat me with burnt 
Brandy and Sauſages. 

Clew. Very gallant ! 

Stale. Oh ſhocking ! But 'tis like the horrible Place 
E ſwear, my Dear, we ought ncver to be forgiven for | 
coming hither. 

Clew. Oh dear Madam, be compos'd, I beſeech you 
my Life on't, you meet with none of thoſe Infolences— 
Such little wild young Creatures as Mariana can't avoid 
the Impertinence of an impudent young Fellow; but he 
muſt be a Grenadier indeed that would attack your La- 
dvſhip. | 

Enter Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, bloody. and dirty. 

Mar. Ah dear Mr. Seribbleſcrabble ! I rejoice to ſes 
you I am glad you're got- out of the Clutches. 
of that unmerciful pounding Coachman. 

Scrib. Ah de-de-dear Madam, your Slave, your Slave;, 
nothing in the Earth, a Te-Te-Trifle, a. Trifle. | 

Stale. Is this the Lawyer, Child ? 

Mar. The fame, 

Scrib. One always meets with your me-me- merry. 
Wags, and your comical Jo-Jokes, Madam, at Fairs and 
ſuch like Places; for my part, -I came a pu- pu- 
pu- purpoſe— — 

Mar. To be beaten? A very whimſical Deſign, very. 
far from a Jeſt, and in my Opinion went off very tragi- 
cally on your Side. 

Scrib. Not at all, Madam, not at all, a a Te-Te Tri fle, 
a Trifle. 

Mar. Your Noſe bleeds ſadly. 

Scrib. Nothing at all, very good, very wholeſome; — 
I always bleed Spring and Fall. 

Clew. Men of were turn every thing into good 
Humour and Mirth : I know Mr. Scribble/crabble of 
od, always a Wag. 

Scrib. Ah! Na-Na Nanny] Nanny Clever“ By Jer 
Je- Jericho | am glad to ſee. thee. | 

Clww. He's a great Man at Adventures, —the: 


F arthing Pye-houſes in Maorſſelds ring of him. 
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Gale. Well, to have Adventures is always a Mark of a 
Man of Condition. Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, give me leave to 
felicitate your good Fortune. 

Mar. Ah dear Madam you don't know him. 
He's intimate with all the agreeable Rakes about Town, 
wears a lac'd Hat with a ſmart Pinch in Vocation-time, 
and plays at Picket at the Temple Chocolate. houſes. 

Scrib. Tr-truly, Madam, if it were not diſcounte- 
nanc'd in the City, I do think a de.de-demy Caſtor, with. 
a faſhionable Edging, a very Ge-Ge-Gentleman-like kind 
of an Ornament. 

Clewv. He is a very Terror to all the Huſbands of the 
Ward he lives in, two Chandlers Wives, beſides a 
Haberdaſher of ſmal] Ware's Daughter, have been Wen 
out of Doors for him within this Half Vear. 

Scrib. Ah me me-mere Waggery, Sc- Se Scandal. — 
What ſhou'd the Ladies ſee in me ? 

Clev. Oh that Spirit that will, that agreeable Freedom: 

_ Clev. Something of a fr- fe-frank manner, Madam; ah, 
ah, ah, but what's that, wh-what's that, Madam? — But 
how come you to know me |. I value myſelf upon being 
cloſe. 

Clev. What, d'ye think the World knows nothing? 
But beſides, whatfoever he ſays, he loves to make a. 

noiſe with his Adventures. 

Scrib. Aa, fy, fy, fy,,——no, no, no. 

[ Making an ugly face . 

Stale. Pretty Expreſſions of his Paſſion !- 

C ev, Then 'tis the little peeviſheſt Creature, rather 
not quarrel he'll quarrel 'and box with his Miſtreſs her- 
felf; then ſhe, you know, naturally reſiſts, then an Up- 
roar, out comes the Prentices. 

Stale. What! engage with the Domeſlicks ? 

XClewv. Up with Paring-ſhovels, Blows abound, and the 
Lover is ruefully beaten for the Cloſe of his Adventure, 

Mar. Suffering for the Ladies is gallant; and you ſee 
Love is his Foible. But what ſays poor-Maddam Scribble» 
ſcrabble to all this ?- 

Scrib, A a a. | 

Stale. His Wife? What has he a Wife? Oh unfaith- 
ſul Mr. Scribble/crabble ! 

Lerib. Na- na name her not, name her not, I ſay. 

_ Clew, 
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Clev. Marry but we will tho' — ſince, to her Praiſe 


be it ſpoken, ſhe's an Example to the whole Pariſh for 
Patience and good Houſewifry. 

Scr ib. Shall I tell you? My Dru-Drudge, my Conve. 
nience, my patient Griſſel,—ſhe in the Be-Be-Ballad was 
a Type of her, and I am her n-n-noble Marquis, her 
Lord, her great Turk, by Je- Jericho. 

Stale. What a barbarous little gallant Perſon it is! 

Mar. Why didn't you bring her with you To-day ? 

Scrib. What, about Bu-Bu-Bus'neſs ?— Inco-co-con- 
gruous, Madam —No, I left her, I left her — 

Clev. Penſively at home, I warrant you. 

Scrib. Mending the foul Clothes, and the Childrens 
Stockings; — but let us leave her to her Coa-Co-Cow- 
heel and Pint of Ale, and talk of other matters — 
Have *. ſeen Mem-Mem-Mr,— ? [To Mariana, 

Mar. afide.] Huſht ! a Word with you, —No naming 
of Names hark in your Ear, 
[Mariana whiſpers Seribbleſcrabble. 
Cle. You ſee, Madam, what a baſe World it im how 
falſe the Men, and how miſerable the Women are: 
The very Scribbleſcrabbles of the City * got into 75 8 


way of deſpiſing their Wives. 


Stale. Tis too true, Child; and there are very few 
in this fantaſtical Age, that the greateſt Merit can oblige 
to Conſtancy : And if I didn't think Friendly a Man 
that had a very exact Goũt for Merit, one that enter'd 
very far into Merit, extremely far, almoſt as far as tis 
poſſible for one to enter into Merit, I ſhould hardly truſt 
myſelf in his, or any Man's Hands. 

Clev. Look ye, Madam, he may enter into Merit as 


far as another, I don't diſpute that, Madam; but how 


will you keep him from being weary of Merit, and ha- 
ving his Belly full of Merit, as oy ſay, getting rid of 
Merit, turns Merit off again ? 


Stale. For that, Child, I truſt to my Merit, "tis 90 
| own, I know it, and I truſt to it. 


Clev. Matrimony's an uncertain Game.. a 
Stale. Tis ſo, - But you know we Women love Play. 


—Befides, Raillery apart, my Phyſicians tell me, that 1 


ſhall never be free from the Tooth- ach, Vapours, and a 


5 Scurvy Humour that haunts me Spring and Fall, 41 


r — „ 


ſerv'd exactly after the Chineſe manner. 


d- 
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zh! ah! (you'll pardon the Misfortune of my Conſtitu- 
tion) 'till I have another Child. —— Nay, they ſay if I 
had Twins 'twould be better, and go more to the Bot- 
tom of my Diſtemper. | 

Clev, Nay then you had beſt get your Ingredients 
together, and go into the Courſe as ſoon as poſſible, for 
ſear the Seaſon of Phyſick ſhould be over. 
Stale. My Dear, I ſee you're buſy, [To Mariana. ] 
We'll go on before. 

Mar, But a Word, Madam, and I wait on you. 

Stale. Clever and I'll wa'k on before—you'll overtake 
us before we get to the Monſters, 1 have a ſtrange 
Fancy for Monſters. | 

Clev. Did your Ladyſhip ever ſee the Mantegur { 

Stale. Oh dear no !-—he was a very obſcene Monſter - 
—he was obſcene, rude, very rude and beaſtly— but the 
Waomantegur wnnoonnmeee | | | 

Cleuv His Lady? | 

Stale, —— was very well bred, and had a great 
deal of Wit. T his is her Day, I believe ; if ſhe 
ſees Company here, we'll viſit her. HE 

Clev. With all my heart. | [Exeunt, 

Mar. Look ye, be careful, and you may expect eve- 
ry thing from Mr. Friendly's Bounty; — for Clerimont's 
Uncle. I'll undertake he ſhall ſet his Name to the Deeds 
when they are ready. = of 118 5 

Scrib. Tis enough; they are here in pu- pu- preſto in 
my green Bag here; I want nothing but the old Ge-. Ge- 
Gentleman's Name to fill up the Blanks with, 

Mar. For that I can inform you he writes 
himſelf Sir Timothy Tallapey of Kingqguangcungxi. 
Scrib. What a pu- pu plaguy Pagan N-Name is that 
for a Proteſtant Pu-Pu-Pariſh ! | 
Mar. Tis a Name he has given to a new Houſe he 


has built hard by here. You muſt know he has got his 


Eſtate by the China Trade in the Eaff- Indies, and at that 
time grew ſo fantaſtically fond of the Manners, Lan- 


guage, Habit and every thing that relates to thoſe Peo- 


ple, that he prefers um not only before thoſe of his 
own Country, but all the World beſides. Tis ridicu- 
lous enough to ſee how he makes himſelf be 'dreſs'd and 


Scrib. 
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Scrib. Ve very whimſical, fe-fe-faith and troth. Mar 

Mar. But huſht !—here's our Fellow. Traveller, the that 15 

Temple Wag, that came down in the Coach with us. greatPa 

Enter Pinch and tao Women in Maſks. Pinc, 

Pinch. You tell me you are very paſſionate — that pr. 

Mask. What, are you ſuch a Monſter not to believe but bit 

me when I ſwear? Mar 

Pinch. It is really inconſiſtent —You have known me Pinc 

but two Minutes and a half, and you intend to bam- ann ont 

boozle me out of a Beef Stake. OS Mar 

1 Mack. Not for that, my Dear, indeed; but if we Gentle 

ſhould dine together we ſhould be ſo facetious—and I Fire 

can tell you ſomething of ſomebody that lodges at the a Wit. 

9 4 Black-boy and Still in a certain Place. | am gol 

1 2 Mask. Hark ye, Madam, come away, Madam. — that th 
= We won't be beholding to the Pimp. Pope's 

7 1 Mast. No, pray ſtay, Madam; I'll aſſure you Ma- ty to b 

7 dam, I know the Gentleman, he is a Relation of Wh vail; E 
Z mine, and [—tha 

1 j Pinch. Bite ! Scri 

4 2 Mask. What d'ye mean, Pimp ? ha, Pimp ! What's | Why ( 

| + | Bite, Pimp? Will yougive usa Bottle of Wine, or no,Pimp? m 

£4 Pinch. Why then I tell you No — And now I W; W 

43 have told you my Mind without a Bite, pox. It o 

5 2 Mask. Dammee, Madam, come away, Madam ;-— rae, g 

4 there's Madam Foorflocking at the Greyhound ſhe has y” = 

$4 brought down a Couple of Bob Wigs out of Cheapfaae, 6 . 
ſhall treat us both. Look ye, Pimp, I ſhall meet you "REY 

4 ſome Night or other in the Play houſe Paſſage, and then Re TER 

; I'll bite you, I will ſo, Pimp you! [Exeunt Masks. ras 

by Mar. Mr. Pinch, your Servant ; I vow I'm a- ow 6 
74 fraid you're very ill natur'd you treated your Ladies 8 M 

+8 very roughly, methought. | | | K Nat 

1 Pinch. Oh no, dear Madam, by no means, Madam — f 

74 I am fond of the Fair to the laſt degree; by the ſolemn 6 85 

be Powers, Madam, —Your Ladyſhip is, as I may ſay, a F 1 

64 Biter, Madam. V3 -55 of Hartal ' a 

{| Mar. Upon my Word 'tis very innocently, for 1 don't e 

1 know what it is. | rang 


Pinch. Oh dear Madam, excuſe me for that——no, pi 
no, bite, bite, Madam, that won't paſs indeed. ; 
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Mar. Nay I muſt confeſs J take it to be ſomething 


that is very entertaining, becauſe I ſee it makes up a 


great Part of the Converſation among yoa fine Gentlemen. 
P.nch. Oh your only new Way of Humour. We 


that pretend to be Men of Wit and Pleaſure do nothing 
| but bite all Day long. 


Mar. But pray, Sir, as how ? for Example a little. 

Pinch, Why as thus; ſuppoſe now I ſhould ſay Sir Si- 
non Snuffle was a Wit. | 

Mar. A Wit! a Politician indeed, and a ſmart little 
Gentleman ; but for a Wit. 

Pinch, Bite! there 'tis now ——— Why he's no more 
a Wit than I am a Politician. Or now it I ſhould ſay I 
am going to Moſcow, or that I am to be Lord Mayor, or 
that the Cham of 7artary's my Couſin-German, that the 
Pope's a Whig, and the French King a Reformer, Beau- 


ty to be aboliſh'd, and Matrimony and ugly Faces to pre- 


C vail; How! fay you with a grave Face indeed; Bite, ſays 


[—that's all; you ſee it is the eaſieſt thing in the World. 
Scrib. Me me- mighty eaſy, fe-fe-Faith and Troth.— 


| Why this is nothing but e ee I have been a 


Biter, Man and Boy, theſe Thirty Years, and never knew it. 


Mar. Well, I ſee you are a true Biter, and a right 


Wit of the Age, by winding up your Jeſt with Matri- 
mony — but have you been a Sufferer by the Ladies, 
that you ſpeak: ſo ill of their Profeſſion ? | 
Pinch. Pardon me, not at all, Madam, only for the 
Grace of Wit, and to make up the troll of the Sentence, 
as merrily cqnceited Perſons are us'd todo. I am Matri- 
mony's humble Servant, came down to this very indivi- 
dual Town of Croydon to pay my Reſpects to it, and am 
to ſubſcribe myſelf Matrimony's Bond. ſlave to-morrow. 
Mar. And who is the Nymph that is to be made 
happy ? 
Pinch. Happy! ha, ha, Bite, Madam, - I am to 
be married indeed, but no Body's to be made happy. 
Mar. You are ſuch a Wag one does'nt know where to 
have you. Well, but who is it that is to. have the Ho- 
nour of being your bitten Bride, — for bit ſhe will be, 
that I foreſee already. 
Pinch. Right, Madam, for, as you ſay, I ſhall bite 
her, tho" ſhe be Bone of my Bone never ſo att” 
O 
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You muſt know tis one Madam Angelica, Daughter ty 
Sir Timothy Tallapoy, a rich Merchant hard by here. 

Mar. Handſome to a Miracle, I ſuppoſe, 

Pinch. Egad I don't know, that's as the Fates ſhall 
appoint——for you muſt know I never ſaw her nor her 
Father in my Life; nor heard of them till within these 
Three Days, when a Comical old Fellow, a Father of 
mine in the Country, ſends a Servant of his, one Gre- 
gory Grumble by Name, (whom, by the way, I bit Seven 
times before he could tell how my Father and Mother, 
. my Brothers and Siſters, my Uncles and Aants, and the 
reſt of my Relations in the Country did) to teli me that 
he had agreed with a Gentleman for a Wife for me, — 
I receiv'd the News, bit the Bearer again, and then ſent 

him to notify to my Father-in Law that is to be. 
Mar. And in Conſequence thereof you are come down 
hither ? EO | 

Pinch. To bite the Old Gentleman and the reſt of my 
Croydonian Relations, conſummate with his Daughter, 
and beget a biting Generation for the Benefit of Poſte. 
=: : | 
Mar. aſide to Scrib.] You ſee this is your Man 
beſure you don't loſe Sight of him. jd 

Scrib. Te-te-tace's the Word, Madam. a Word 
to the Wiſe I'll be be- bite him, I warrant you. 

Mat. Youre ſo intent upon this Fair Lady, that In 
afraid we muſt deſpair of your good Company. 

Pinch. For that Fair Lady you ſpeak of, time enough 
Il marry her to-morrow time enough. I'II war 
rant you—-['{] marry her Can ſhe deſire more 
But for you, Madam, I would forſake the greateſt Prin- 
ceſs upon the Earth, tho' ſhe were fair as the bluſhing 
Morn——or— bn 

Mar. Oh dear! this is a very particular Piece of Gallan- 
try, but you Men of Wit and Pleaſure are ſo 
engaging | „ TS 

Pinch. For really, Madam, fince the firſt happy Mi- 
nute I had the Honour to know you 

Mar. Which was about two Hours ago. Aid. 

Pinch. J have really had the greateſt Inclination in the 
World to profeſs myſelf, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt 
profound humble Servant. 0 

py at. 


* 
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Mar. Nay, I ſwear this is too much——T would not 
make your Lady jealous for the World. | 
Pinch. Madam, ſhall I tell your Ladyſhip without a 
Bite, and by the ſolemn Powers, I am paſſionate and ſin- 
cere? 
Mar. I have a ſtrange Inclination to take you at your 
Word. 

Pinch. Od! ſo do 
out. 094 
Mar. Give me your Hand-—T'l have a good Opi- 
nion of my Beauty, and intrench upon your Bride's 
Prerogative ; for this Day I receive you for my Servant, 
and if you don't like me when that's over, as well as 
you do now, ſhall repair to your Lady Miſtreſs at Night, 
| and be married to-morrow for your Puniſhment. | 
Pinch. Od! I like this mightily——-ſtrangely—Faith 
 ——Od! there's a good deal of Conceit in it—— It's 

like a Carnival before Lent or a— _ 
Mar. Come hang Similes— we'll join the reſt of our 
Company, and be as merry as the Day's long. | 
— Pinch. Or like —or hold - ſtay—or like a Biting and 
a Beating, or like Laughing and Crying, or like fair 
od Weather and foul, or like riding in a Coach and going 

; a-foot afterwards————or like 5 

Tu Mar. Phoo! Phoo— Come along, I'll warrant you 
Pinch. Or like Od! I don't know—like ſomewhat 
ugh that's very merry and very melancholy— But, as you 


here am I that will make it 


var. fay, hang Similes, and ſo come along. [Exeunt. 
* A SONG, 

ing | | 

an- | 3 | 

5 LO E bly fps, and froaun d, and favore, 

| And puſh'd me rudely from her. 

1 1 call'd her perjur d. faithleſs Whore, 

2 To talk to me of Honour. 

; 3 II. 

4 But auben I roſe and would begone, 

oft She cry'd, Nay, whither go ye? 

Young Damon /aw ; now were alone, 

ar Do what you <vill with Cloe. 54 20-2 
= . ACT 


4 


a 


yauſt no ſtay till young Maiſter come — here. 
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ACTI. se 


Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Two or Three Seruants ri. 
| diculouſly habited hailing in Grumble. 


Sir Tim. O OK ye, Sirrah, I will put you into the 


Hands of the Tutang, which is, according 
to Interpretation, the Officer that delighteth in Juſtice, 
which is, according to Enxgliſb Expreſſion, the Con- 
ſtable of Croydon; — [|] ſee whether the Laws of 
this Land, as corrupt as they are, will allow you in 
Enormities like theſe. 

Grum. Yauſt charge the Conſtable wi' ma'——Yauft 
put me i' th' Stoucks now ! Maiſter's Worſhip, Sir Peter 
Pinch's Worſhip, and my Lady Pinch's Worſhip, and 
young Maifter Pinch's Worſhip, the young Squire's 
Worſhip, they'll take't hudge kaindly o' yaur Worſhip 
to put their Man i' th' Stoucks for bracking the Boble 
there. 5 | 

Sir Tim. Profane Raſcal ! Sirrah! It was the Pagode, 
or Repreſentation of the great Callaſuſu, who was Ne- 
phew to the great Fi/limafo, who was deſcended from 
the illuſtrious Fokien/e, who was the firſt Inventor of 
eating Rice upon Platters. Sirrah! if you had been 
at Nanguin, or the great City of Xa”fi, you had ſuffer'd 
Death, Sirrah ! Death, you Varlet! 


Enter Angelica. 


Ang. How now? What's the Matter ? What has this 
Fellow done, that he is taken into Cuſtody ? 


Sir Tim. The Pagode, the Pagode, he has broken the 


eat Pagode. 
. A that all ? | 

Sir Tim. Get you in, Huſſy, incontinently I ſay : — 
You have not that Regard and Veneration for Things 
which deſerve Regard and Veneration, which any civilly, 
modeſtly, or virtuouſly diſpos'd Perſon may have, can 
bave, muſt have, and ought to have, Huſly. 
 Grum. Yauſt mak ſuch a Raut and a Hurly-burly, an 


Vie 


le 


Tſe pay for't 
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Tſe pay for't aut of my awn Pocket, 
here bauy another. © [Offering Money. 
Here's a Rant with a Raz/azu and a Za, with a Pox. 
© [ Afeae. 
Sir Tim. Monſter of a Fellow! Take him away 
from my Sight——Confine him in the loweſt Part of the 
Edifice, ev'n in the Cellar away with him I fay. 
[Exeunt Servants with Grumble. 
His Maſter will be here to-day, and I will demand Juſ- 
tice of him I will demand Two Hundred and Seven- 
ty odd Blows on his Belly, Three hundred on his Breech, 
and Four Hundred and Twenty Nine on the Soles of his 
Feet. Well, Miftreſs, have you diſpos'd yourſelf in- 
continently to marry the Mandarin Mr. Pinch to-morrow, 
according to my Commands? | 
Ang. To-morrow, Sir? to-morrow's very ſoon. - 
Sir Tim. By the Majeſty of Pekin, an' vou mutter, 
Hufly, I'll have you marry'd to-night, and then you'll 
be out of your Pain by to-morrow. 
Ang. Pain, Sir ? Upon my Word, Sir, 'tis not the 


matter of the Pain, Sir, nor the being out of the Pain, 


that I ſtand upon; but upon my Word, *tis a very hard 
thing to be forced to marry a Man one don't like. 

Sir Tim. Moſt provoking impertinence—to diſlike a 
Man before ſhe ſees him, only in Oppoſition to my Pa- 
ternal Authority.—No, Huſſy, I know the true Reaſon 
—'tis not that you diſlike him, but becauſe you like 
ſomebody elſe; you have ſet your Heart upon ſome. 
of thoſe vain frothy young Mandarins of that imperial, 
but abominably vicious City of London, call'd Beaux. 

Aug. Upon my Word, Sir. _— : 

Sir Tim. Be ſilent, I ſay, For aught I know 
you deſign to join yourſelf to one of that execrable new 
de, which they call the Biters, thoſe Sons of the Ser- 
pent that inhabits in the Houſe of Smoke. By the 
Great Lama, I had as ſoon ſeen you married to the Giant 
Tazfu, who-inhabits in the prodigious Mountains of 
Tartary, and eats an hundred and fifty Virgins every 
Day in the Week, but Fridays and Saturdays, and then 
he lives upon old Women, as good Catholicks do upon 
Stock-fiſn, by way of Mortification, 


Ang, 


mine his own. 
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Ang. Well, Sir, you may do what you pleaſe with me, 


but I am ſure you ſhall never make me forget poor Mr, 
Friendly. 70 | 
Sir Tim. Ah ha! Said I not ſo ? Does it go there? 
Ang. For his Eſtate, tis as good as your Mandarin 
Pinch's; and for his Perſonal Qualifications, I'm ſure I 
know 'em too well not to vindicate em againſt any Man- 
darin in Chriſtendom I do not know why I ſhould 
not pluck up a Spirit, and tell this old Chineſe Father of 
7 | - [Afae. 
Sir Tim. Why hearken to me, my Daughter, (I will 
reaſon with her) thou haſt been bred up like a virtuous 


and a ſober Maiden, and would'ſt thou take the Part of a 


profane Wretch, who fold his Stock out of the Old Eaft- 
India Company, and ſhew'd his ſcurrilous Wit in making 
a Jeſt of the worſhipful Traders? A ſcurvy, idle Varlet! 


A wicked Varlet !— | 
Ang. Well, Sir, if he took his Stock out of one Fund 


that he was weary of, he'll put it into another that he 


likes better ; and that's what all the young Fellows about 


Town do, that underſtand, Buſineſs. 
Sir Tim. A wicked, wicked Wretch ! —— He might 
have put into the New then, if he did not like the Old, 


—— but to be of neither Talk no more of him 
thou wilt put me into a Chaſe, and it will be the worſe 


for thee. A naughty ill-principled young Man, 
to be of neither Eaſi-India Company! 3 
Ang. Well——but dear, dear Father, will you make 


me marry this ſcurvy Fellow I never ſaw ? 


* 


Sir Tim. This is immoderately vexatious— In 


good truth I am reſolved. 


Ang. Are you ? ——Why then ſo am I, and let the 
Mandarin look to't. | | 


Sir Tim. What a prodigious thing is the Education of 
an Exzliſb Damiel ! 5 


Ang. ¶Aſide.] How fantaſtical is the Difference be- 
tween an old Fellow's Judgment, and a young Wench's. 


Inclinations ! Od! I have a good Mind to ſpeak. 


Out. * . | 
To Sir Tim.] I muft marry him then, you ſay ? 

Sir Tim. Poſitively. e 
Ang. Well, I ſhall make 
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Sir Tim. A good Wife, I hope, Gentlewoman. 

Ang. No—but what's all one, ſuch a ſcurvy, abomi- 
nable, whimſical, coxcomical, miſerable, oddiſh, exem- 
plary kind of a Huſband; of him, that the moſt potent 
' Cham of Tartary, that you us'd to tell, us of ſo, ſnan't 
[ ſhew his Fellow among all the merry Men in his Coun- 
- try and ſo I am reſolv'd I'll tell him the firſt time [ 
1 MW fee him. [Exit Angelica. 
f Sir Jim. Well! — Incontinently this is a moſt flagiti- 
[WK ous Age nothing but Diſobedience, Impudence, De- 
1 bauchery, Biting, and all kind of Wickedneſs — but no 
$ matter ; I will comfort myſelf after the manner of 
a the ſage Philoſopher Tychung, who liv'd Fifteen Thou- 
. ſand Seven Hundred and Fourteen Vears, Two Months 
9 and Three Days ago, and let the World rub— I will 
| 


ſend forthwith to my Correſpondent at Canton for a new 41 
Pagode I will marry my Daughter to the young Man = 
d [ have provided for her——and after that I will incon- | 
e tinently eſpouſe the moſt amiable Mariana, and engender | 
it a Male Offspring, who ſhall drink nothing but the Di- | 
| vine Liquor Tea, and eat nothing but Oriental Rice, and | 
it be brought up after the Inſtitutions of the moſt excellent | 11 
d, Confucius. — And I will moreover in the mean time di- i] 
ver the melancholy Faculties of my Mind in beholding 
ſe the Diverſions of this numerical Croydon Fair—lI will be- 
1, | hold the moſt noble Exerciſe of Dancing on the Ropes— 
"= [ have beheld it with Delight in the flouriſhing Empire 
de of China, I will behold it here again,-—But lo! here are 
of the Frequenters of this Place—they ſeem Lipous, or 
n Men of Rank ——1 will ſalute them according to the 
| manner of the moſt glorious and wile City of Peking. 


je Enter Pinch, and Scribbleſcrabble. | 
| Sir Timothy ſalutes them after the Chineſe manner. 
of Pinch, Come along, my little Scribbleſcra böle, 


we ſhall find the Ladies ſomewhere hereabouts 


* 


e- Hey ! Who. have we here! What, are you the Man with 
's che Wax-works ? 3 EA 
Scrib. By Je- Je- Jericho, Sir Timathy Tallapoy. [ Afide. 


Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, may the Garden of your 
Graces be ever flouriſhing but I delight not in 
Wax-wor ks. 5 


Pinch. What then, the Vigo Plate? 
B 


Sir 
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the Concern of every good and honeſt Man. 


Sir Tim. J am ignorant of your Intentions, 


Scrib. Huſht ! Squire, Squire Pinch ! [ Hide. 
Pinch. Oh ho! What you're the Man that bought the 


right Italian Fairy that was born at Hampfead ? 
Sir 7im. I am a Manaarin of this Neighbourhood, and 
delight in a new Manſion. 
Scrib. A Wo-Word w'ye. [Afrae to Pinch, 
Pinch. Oh Pox! that's juſt at the Town's End, with 


Bottl'd Ale and Collar'd Beef over the Door; the Suſex 
Houſe. | 


Scrib. Are you me-me-mad! Come away, I tell 
you—this is a poor unfortunate Gentleman that's craz'd 
He was Mace-bearer to the Lord Chancellor of 
Mzsſcow, and was turn'd our of his Place for having more 
Wit than his Maſter——poor Man, happened not to be 
dull enough to be in with that Miniſtry, loft his Place, 
hurt his Head, poor Man ! | 

Pinch, Very ſtrange, Faith! Odd, I'll bite him —1 
never bit a Mad-man in my Life. 

Scrib. Poo, poo! Come away. 

Pinch. By the ſolemn Powers I will 


Old Goalie, 


man, your Servant. | 
Sir Tim. Moft flouriſhing Youth, I congratulate your. 


Arrival at the Village of Croydoz ——Came you from the 


Imperial City of Londen ? 


Pinch Yes, yes, we came from London. 

Sir Tim. And do the moſt ingenious Imparters of No- 
velty afford any thing that is new? _ | 

Pinch. There's comical News, Faith, in the Flying 
Poft "Tis given out and rumour'd that ſeveral great 


any Tranſactions which are or may be in the Weſt Indies. 
Sir, you area Stranger to me, but I deal plainly 
with you, I am no Friend to any thing in the Weſt, and 


am poſitively reſolv'd, Sir, never to have any thing to do 


with We/tmin/ter, Weſft-Chefler, Weft-Smithfield, or the 
Mes. Indies. No, Sir, the Eaſt, I think, is more properiy 

ou 
take my Meaning, Sir; and if you have any thing from 
the Eafl- Indies, ſo, Sir, for to tell you my Mind irecly, 


Men, and Beg/erbegs in the Wefi-lndies, have declar'd for | 


the Rebels in Hungary. | 
Sir Tim, Sir, ſhall T tell you? I am not concern'd for 
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Cape of Good-hope. | 

Scrib. By Je-Je-Fericho, that's much! 
Sir Tim. Always excepting ſome of the worſhipful 
Traders to the aforeſaid Eaft- Indies. 

Pinch. Why, Sir, both the Companies are concern'd 
in the Project, and are to furniſh | 

Sir Tim. Sir, let me tell you, they are a wiſe and a 

rudent ——— | 

Pinch. Bite! bite! my Dear. 

Sir Tim. How, Sir? why ? where? what? meaning 
whom ? [Staring.. 

Pinch. What? why Bite, Old Gentleman, that's all, 


Bite! 


Scrib. Good lack! how he looks! de- de-dear Squire, 
come away. | | 'Þ 
Sir Tim. Tis all falſe! *tis impoſſible ! 'tis not in Na- 
ture ! Sir, you're a Son of a Bitch.—Sir, I am a Man- 
darin of the Tribunal of Juſtice. —T am a Trader to the 
moſt excellent Oriental Countries i never was bit in my 
Life, nor ever will be bit, that's more, by the Majeſt 
of Peking. 5 
Scrib. Dear Squire, have a Care, that's a very hard 
Stick in his Hand. | | 
Pinch. Let me alone, you ſhall ſee I'll fun him —T'I 
fun him, I warrant you. Come, old Gentleman, [To Sir 
Timothy] no Harm, only a little Merriment 
I give a Bite, and I take a Bite—bite me again. 
Sir Tim, I would as ſoon commit , Felony or Treaſon 


l thank a good Conſcience, and a virtuous Educa-! 
tion, I am none of thoſe: Go, Sir, whoever you ate, 


you're an idle young Man—and your Parents But - 


ſay no more! I would not have any Child of mine come 
near you—for oh Dear [Lifting up his Hands. 


Pinch, This is fooliſh enough, faith ! this old Feilow 
is very helliſh and very ſtupid What an' I warrant 
you you take us Biters to be fad Dogs? | 

dir Tim, By the Majeſty of Peking, and fo I do—T 


take you to be worſe than Popery, Slavery, Preſbytery, 


Rebellion, Plague, Fire, Famine, and a ſtanding Army 
to boot. What a Condition is this poor Nation in! 
| B 2 What 


Che Dr 


J don't think there is a good moral Man on this fide the 
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What with Plotters in one Place, and Bitters in another, 


and yet no Body's hang'd for either. 
Pinch. What ſtrange Enemies theſe old Fools are to us 


Wits—Well 'tis a wonderful thing in Nature, but cer. 


tainly there are ſuch things as Sympathy and Antipathy. 
Sir Tim. I have, I thank my Stars, ſeen Governments- 


where Immoralities of this kind were Death, Death by 
the Law. There are Princes! The King of 


Tunguin and "Annes of Japan, and the Serene Cham! 


3 ar fain ſee a Man 3 to bite in their Courts. 


Pinch. Say you meſo? Od! would I were well there 


AI and a Knot of Wags that I know. 

Sir Tim: And what would'ſt thou do before their g- 
rious Thrones? why Rey? d hang thee, Rang thee 
up, thou wretched Puppy ! 

Pinch, Wou'd they ſo, old Boy ! Come, I T tel! thee 
what, that's fair, —I'll hold thee an even Wager that I 
bite the Cham of Tartary, his Royal Relations, his moſt 
Honourable Privy Council, and all his Miniſters, from 
his Lord-Keeper to his Corn- Cutter, within the Space 

of one Year and Six Months from the Date of theſe Pre- 
ſents. 
Sir Tim. What, his preſent Majeſty ? 
Pinch, Yea verily. 
Sir Tim. The Cham that now reigneth ? 
Pinch. Cham or Keyſar, all one to Peter, i faith. 


Sir Tim. You lye, and you're a Raſcal, 
[ Beating him round the Stage. 


Pinch. Pſhaw ! nay ! pooh! what's this for ?—what 
I ſuppoſe if a Man pays Scot and Lot pray, Sir, hold, 


vt”. 


Sir Tim. I'll bite you, you Dog! Bite quotha - And 


are you a Biter too, Sirrah ! [To Scribbleſcrabble. 


Scrib. No, no, no, as I hope to live ——T am a civil 


peaceable Man, and a City Solicitor. 
Sir Tim. I ſhall put you in mind once more of his Ma- 


zeſty of China. [ Beating him again. 
Pinch. *Tis very well! very well indeed ! If a Man 


may not be a little harmleſly witty — Mr. Scribble 
ſcrabble, help! Murder! 


Enter 


p< Ty. ban 7 | „ * * 
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Enter Clerimont, he interpoſes. 
Cler. How ! Mr. Pinch ſuffering under my Uncle 


Pray, Sir, hold your Hand. 


Sir Tim. Art thou there, Varlet ! thou Enemy to Eaff- 


India Companies! thou Villain thou! 


Cler. Pray, Sir, be pacify'd. | 

Sir Tim. Sirrah ! I will never be pacify'd—I thought 
this was one of thy wicked Companions but I'll be 
reveng'd of you all—I will ſo,—Bite the Cham of T ar- 
tary / | | [ Exit Sir Tim. 

Scrib, Mr. Clerimont, here has been a dreadſul Ca-Ca- 
Cataſtrophe. ; but harkye, the Squire and your Uncle 
didn't know one another, | 

Cler. That was lucky indeed! Enough! [ Afede. 
What unlucky Accident was this! Well I profes 1 am 
very ſorry for it, O he's a mad old Fellow—1 with he 
han't hurt your Ingenuity — I ſwear he has batter'd the 
Outſide of it moſt abominably, RS 

Pinch , He has broke all my Head here, only for a 
Word ſpeaking. „ [ Half crying. 
As J hope to live, I meant no more Harm! — And he 
has all Blooded my Neckcloth here don't know what 
to do, not I. | 

Scrib. The Squire wou'dn't be perſuaded, he wou'd 
bite him, and ſo the Me-Matter happen'd. 

Clev. See, here are the Ladies—Come, Courage—'twas 
a Misfortune your Wit brought upon you, and fo the 
better to be endur'd. | 
| Enter Friendly, Mariana, and Stale. 

Pinch. I'd ha' given a Hundred Pounds aut of my 
Pocket, this ſcurvy Bus'neſs hadn't happen'd. 

Mar. What d'ye turn away from me ? Unkind Mr. 
Pinch ! | 5 Rh 

Pinch. A little out of Order, Madam, that's all —— 

(Jer. Oh, he has had a misfortune. | 

Mar. You fright me to Death! The matter? 

Clev. Only a Rencounter, a Drubbing or ſo! Hark 
[I] tell you [hijper. 

Pinch. Dear Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, look in my Face — 
How do 1 look? ſadly ! ha! N 

Scrib. Truly that Blow upon your Forehead has diſ- 
compos'd yout Phy ſiognomy ſtrangely, 

=. 


Pinch. 
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Pinch. What, rueful ! diſmal! 


Scrib. But ſtep afide here, and we'll get ſome Water 


and a Patch, and furbuſh up your Countenance again as 
well as ever. | 


Pinch. Will you be ſo kind ? T ſhall acknowledge the 
Favour the longeſt Day J have to live. 


[ Exeunt Pinch and Scribbleſcrable. 


Mar. Thus it happens, between too much Wit and too 
little Valour. 
' Friend. The poor Corps indeed has a damn'd time on't 
that's match'd with a per: Underſtanding, and frequently 
ſuffers for keeping bad Company. | 

Stale. Well, for my Part T have deduc'd it frem a long 
Concatenation of Obſervation, that nothing but ſuch ex- 
travagant Accidents attend upon the Converſations of 
thoſe Impertinents they call Wits Mr. Friendly, I will 
beg one thing of you—not that I pretend to any Influ- 
ence; but People in my Circumſtances do commonly aſk 
one thing, - my Circumſtances! EH Mn Cæur ! what 
Indiſcretion! my Dear, you'll Pardon me? 


Mar. Oh dear Madam, why this Reſerve among | 


Friends? You know Mr. Clerimont and I are of your 
Party, —Come, out with your Requeſt. —All you Lovers 
have ſome little fond Requeſt, or other to make before 
Matrimony. | | 
Cler. Yes, yes,—as not to chew Tobacco, to ſhift in 
your own Drefſing-Room—to have a Convenience apart, 
or 


Mar. O filthy ! O abominable ! no, no, none of theſe 
but whatever it be, I'll engage Mr. Friena/y ſhall 
make it good. 
Friend. Your moſt obedient, humble Servant. | 
Stale. Well, Mr. Friendly, "tis only this: That for 
my Sake, you wou'd never bite any Perſon, of any Sex, 
Age, or Condition in the World ! but that, above all, 
you wou'd forbear your devoted and moſt engag'd Friend 
and Servant. : 
Friend. Forbear you, dear Madam! the moſt reaſona- 


ble Requeſt that was ever made in the World. 


Stale. Not that I wou'd have you miſunderſtand me 


neither, dear Mr. Friendly. 
Friend. 
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Friend. If any Preſumption of mine has given your 
Ladyſhip occaſion to think | 

Stale Oh fy! no, Mr. Friendly. 

Friend. T do here folemnly ſwear and declare, in the 
Face of the World, that from the Day of the Date of 
theſe Preſents I will moſt ſincerely refrain, abſtain, and 
forbear 

Stale. Piſh ! why this is'nt it, this is'nt what I mean, 
this is'nt what I'd be at. 

Friend. From any matter or thing whatſoever that has 
the honour in yl manner, to appertain or belong to your 
Ladyſhip. 

Mar. Was ever any thing ſo inſufferably ill-natur'd ? 
to miſtake a poor Woman ſo aukwardly, and turn her 
plain meaning ſo quite contrary to her Inclination. 

Cler, But if it paſſcs ſo, I am miſtaken. 

Stale. Why I tell you, and tell you again, you take 
me wrong. Mr. Friendly. 

Friend. Madam, I — preſume to take you at 
all 


Stale Shoo ! how fooliſh this is in you, Mr. Friendly ! 
this Raillery is very mal 2 propos, Mr, Friendly, — I'll 
vow, if you perſiſt in it, Mr. Friendly, you 'll make me 
extremely angry with you. 

Mar. Dear Madam, what's the matter? 

Stale. A fooliſh double entendre, my Dear. 

Mar. You're diſcompos'd. | 

Stale. I'm always ſo with a double entendre; a double 
entendre always diſcompoſes me, eſpecially when they 
will mean it in the wrong way, in png, of all one does 
to take it the right. 

Mar. Nay, then there's ſomething in it indeed Mr. 
Clerimont, come, you muſt join with me We'll do Mr. 
Friendly a good Office in ſpite of his Teeth; this muſt 
cou to an Eclarciſſement, it may grow to a Quarrel 
elſe 

Stale. No, my Dear, there's no fear of that, I hope 
Let me ſmell to your Hungary-Water a li:etle, Mr, 
Friendly. 

Cler. Kind Creature! what a Look was there ! what 
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to his own Wife too! 


' amends for every thing 


II fwear I think you're improv d That Patch 
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Friend. What a Grin! like a wooden Cut of Scoggan 


before a Jeſt-Book. 

Cler. Oh Brute ! go to the Lady, for Shame. 

Friend, Madam, you know my Forbearance was only 
a mark of my Refpet. [Going towards her. 

Stale Ah! You Men !—well, I fay no more—why 
would you put me in this Chaſe— you know how it is 
with me always I warrant you my poor Head will 
ſutter for it theſe two Days—feel how it burns— 

Mar. Was there ever ſuch a nauſeous Five and Fifty 
Foundling !——but how do I know but Age and Folly 
may make me ſuch a Monſter? 

Cler. Never, tis impoſſible. 

Mar. How, Clerimont ! ſhall T never grow old 

Cler. Certainly, if you live but ſure ly the Wit and 
Tenderneſs of my Mariana can never degenerate to the 
Folly and Fondneſs of ſuch an Idiot To me, you 
muſt be always as you are, thus dear, thus agreeable, the 
conſtant Object of my Love 

Mar. Oh, fy, fy! a marry'd Man and talk of Love! 
They'll hear you, and laugh 
at us in their turn, if you ha'nt a care. 

Stale. But do you ſay you'll put me out of my Pain by 
to-morrow Morning? "Tis extremely kind. 

Friend. 1 have given you my Word, and you may de- 
pend upon it. 

Stale. The Expedition of your Performance will make 
"Tis exceſſively kind, 

Friend. Huſht, not a Word more- 
Clerimont will find Matter of Mirth out of it, and turn 
our Happineſs into Ridicule. 

Mar. See here's ſweet Mr. Pinch again, as gay as if 
this Miſhap had never befallen him, and there were no 


ſuch wicked Inſtrument as a Cudgel i in Nature. 


W e Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. 
Pinch. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. A ſcurvy 
kind of a fooliſh Buſineſs happen'd to happen juſt now 


here a little odly, Madam, but no great matter, Ma: 


dam, tis all over now. 
Mar. 1 am very glad to ſee you look ſo well after it— 


has 


Mariana and 
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has given a moſt agreeable turn to his Face Your 
Opinion, Gentlemen. 

Cler. The Patch does its Part, upon my Word ——a 
litle o'th'biggeſt, or ſo—but elſe — well. 

Friend. And are you as ſound within as without, Sir? 

Pinch. Oh to all intents and Purpoſes, 

Friend, And d'ye think you could bite as well as ever ? 

Pinch. Ask my little Scribble/crabble elſe — Didn't I 
bite your Couſin, as ſhe was dreſſing my Head? 

Scrib. None of my Couſin, Squire. | 

_ Pinch. Nay, nay, ſhe call'd you Couſin ; a fat comaly 
Gentlewoman hard by here, at the Sign of the Adam 

and Ewe, that ſells Sauſages and Black-puddings. 

Scrib. She's none of my Couſin, ſhe's only my Doll's 
Couſin. 

Pinch. Why, the Woman's a good Woman—What, 
are you aſham'd of your Kindred? 

Scrib. She's none of my Coulin. [ Argrily. 

Mar. Ridiculous, we ſhall have 'em quarrel preſently. 

Cler. Come, come, no matter whoſe Couſin ſhe is. 

Friend. You bit her, you ſay ? 

Pinch. Bit her; ay marry did I—and ſo I ſhou'd have 
ſerv'd all her Family, and all her Generation, if they 
had been here What. han't I been at Maſco zo, Ipaban, 
Babylon, and fo forth? Knock him down! 

crib. W hat did he ſay ſhe was my Couſin for? 

[Grumbling, 

Mar. To ſet aſide this fooliſh Diſpute, pray ſhew me 


the biting Song, which you ſaid was ſet to Muſick. 


Pinch. Here it is, and it is in the Nature of a Dia- 
logue, and if your Ladyſhip will do me the Honour to 
bear a Bob with me, as I may ſo ſay, we'll perform it 
before all the Company. 

Mar. To oblige you, Sir, I'll do my beſt. 


A Dialogue. 


Thyrſis. I RIS, I hawe long, in vain, 
Been your Slave, and wore your Clog; 
'Tis but juft I ſhou'd complain, 
Since you uſe me like a Dag. 
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Iris. Faithful Lovers are but frau; 
Cod I truſt, I wwou'd truſt you * 
Of all your Sex I am afraid, 
And therefore vow to die a Maid. 


Thyrſis. Die a Maid] So young, ſo pretty ! 
II be true, by all that's good: 
Die a Maid! I'll favear tis pity. 


Iris. Bite! Thyrſis, did you think I wou'd ? 


But fince you will be mine alone, 
Here kiſs the Book and favear : 
The Weaaing Ring ſhall make us one. 


Thyrſis. Bite Iris, now I think all's fair. 
Chorus. Bite ! Thyrſis, now 1 think alles fair, 


And well we may agree, 
Since thus we love upon the Square, 
And Biters both are awe. 


Cler. Rarely perform'd, upon my Word- Mr. Pinch 
has his Gifts—what ſay you, Mr. Scribble/crabble ? 

Scrib. Mighty well indeed, Sir,——the Squire is a 
fine Gentleman, that's the truth on't but let him be 


never ſo well vers'd in the Arts and Sciences, he ought 


not to reflect upon the Family of the Scribbleſcrabbles. 
Cler. Oh no n.ore of that | f 
Scrib. What if I did marry Mrs. Dorothy Pattypan, the 


Paſtry-Cook's Daughter, I didn't marry all her Scoun- 


dre] Conſanguinity, I hope; no, I diſdain 'em, I make 
her and them to know themſelves, I keep em under, 
4 | 


Fnter Bandileer drunh, and Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 
Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Couſin Barnaby, where wou'd 
you haul one — I'll ſwear I have eat ſo much Goole, 
and drank ſo much Sack, that I am almoſt in a Quan- 
dary- 


coks; well, I won't drink a drop more, profeſs now. 
Band. Look ye, take no care of that, I'll carry you 
to a Friend of mine, d'ye ſee, and there we'll * EP 
| 4 | b 


Hiccup—zood lack ! now J have got the Hic- 
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Cup of rare Juniper, that'll care your Hiccup, I war- 
rant you Nothing but a cold Stomach, Couſin. 

Stale. In the Name of Aſtoniſhment, what may theſe 
be, Child? -. 

Mar. Ha! as I live, Mrs. Dorothy Scribbleſcrabble 1n 
her own proper Perſon. „ | 

Stale. What, not our little Man of Law's Conſort ? 


Mar. The very lelt-ſaine. as I'm virtuous ſhe's 
halt bouſy too——oh rueiul! | 

Band. Dear Couſin, let me buſs you——T love you 
mightily. | | [ Kiſſes her. 

Mrs. Scrib. O gemini ! Hiccup What makes 


Hiccup——don't ye ſee all the Gentry 
here for ſhame Hiccup If our little Simon 
ſhould hear of this now——Hiccup. 

Scrib. Ha ! how ! mercy upon me ! what's this I ſee ? 

[Turning about, and ſeeing his Wife. 

Mar. Now for the Denoutment of the Piece. 

Mrs. Scrib. Oh law! Jam ruinated and undone 

there is my own Huſband. 

Scrib. Is your Name Dorothy ? ha l Anſwer me that. 

Mrs. Scrib. Yes Hiccup. 

Scrib. What is the reaſon that you ſet at nought my 
Superiority and Authority, and d.de-dare to come hi- 
ther without my leave ? Anſwer me quickly — Comet! 
what ſay ha? | | : | 

Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Simm, don't be angry. I 
only came to Hiccup bear my Couſin Ban- 
dileer Company | wou'dn't, for all the Varſal World 
have come, Hiccup but that you know I love Sack 
— Hiccup and Walnuts mightily Hiccup. 

Scrib, Cuc-cu- Couſin me no Couſin, Who am I? 
Anſwer me quickly ho am I? ha! 

Band. Look ye, I'il ſtand by my Couſin, She's my 
own Couſin, tho' J am but a private Gentleman Soldier, 
2 what argues that my Name's Barnaby Ban- 

tleer. 

Mrs. Scrib. Well, well, I know who you are well 
enough, you are my Honey Hiccup --— but tis 
very hard if one muſt not Hiccup or go a 
little abroad with a Hiccup Relation, or ſo 
— cc | 

Scib. 


you ſo rude 
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Woman to be inſulted before our Faces 
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Scrib. Go! you're a 3 

Mar. O ty, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ! what! this to the 
Wife of your Boſom! | ET. 

Scrib. You're a Carrion! I'm enrag'd and Chaſtiſe- 
ment will enſue. i 1 

Stale. How ? you little Brutal you—— My Dear, my 
Dear, [To Mariana. 
for the Honour of the Sex let us never ſutfer the poor 
Sure any 
Two of our Gender are ſufficient, to the Quorum, as 


they ſay, to keep a Husband in Ordep/ 
Mrs. Scrib. Ah dear Ladies, tis your Hiccup— 
Goodneſs——but 'tis an unknown thing, the Life that I 
Hiccup lead with him every Day, | 
Mar. Look ye if ſhe doesn't weep, poor tender heart- 
ed Creature! Come, for my ſake, you muſt not 
make a Quarrel of it—— What ? 'twas but an innocent 
Frolick. 1 | 
Scrib. Ha! I don't love Frolicks — 
Mrs. Scrib. Simmy, dear Simmy, don't toſs and fling, 
and - Hiccup and ding up and down fo— 
you'll break my Heart——Hiccup—— — 
Scrib. Go thou fe-fe-fe-te-fe falſe Dorothy 
begone go to your Gallant, go- 
Mrs. Scrib. Oh law !—Hiccup—this is very bitter. 
| | ssðobbing and crying. 
J have had ſeven Children, beſides four Miſcarriages, 
and very hard Times of 'em all, by him, and to be us'd 
thus this is very hard. IM 133 
Band. Look ye, Gentlemen, I don't well know what 
to make of all this I am amaz'd or ſo, 'tis true 
but the's my own Couſin I lodge in Vinegar- Tard 
every Body knows me — ! only came for the 
Diverſion of an Interlude, or fo——Do you know any 
thing of this matter, Sir ? | [To Pinch. 
Pinch. Fooliſh enough, Faith why really I dont 
know what to ſay to theſe odd kind of Circumſtances; 
but pray may I crave your Name, Sir ? | 
Band. Sir, my Name's Barnaby. 
Pinch, Your Chriſten Name, I mean. 
Band. Oh Sir, your Servant, Sir; Bandileer, Sir. 
Pinch. What, is Bandileer your Chriſten Name 5 


Elope, 


9 
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Band. Sir, I don't know what you mean; but I'm 


half Seas over — _ | 

Pinch. Very merry upon my word, (Mr. Bandileer's 
woeful drunk) | [ Afade. 
Oh you're very ſober you've hardly wet your Lips 
to-da | 

Bard Say you ſo, Sir? 

Pinch. Bite. | | | 

Band. How's that, Sir? Hey day! what d'ye get be- 
hind me? Lock ye, Gentlemen, I take you to be 
my Friends. | 

Pinch. Knock him down. 

[Standing behind Band. and making a very great Noiſe. 

Band. How, Sir! Damn ye, Sir, that won't paſs;nei- 
ther, Sir. 3 

Friend. Oh no harm, no harm, good Mr. Bandileer — 


you muſt not be angry — The Gentleman means only 
Merriment — He's an arch Wag, if you did but 
know him. | | FT” 
Band, Look ye, Gentlemen, if that be all, the Gen- 
tleman is a Stranger to me, and perhaps 1 may be a 
Stranger to him; but however ['ll venture a Teſter or 
two at All-Fours with him, if he's ſo far forth ditpos'd. 
Mrs. Scrib. Look, if you han't chaft up and down 


till you ſweat like a Bull-——Come, wipe your own. 
dear ſour frowzy Face with your own Do!'s Handker- 


chief Hiccup 
Scrib. Ha! did in 
me ſo Go-——you're a hiccuping Beaſt 
a good mind to ſend you home to the Family of the 
Pattypans, I have ſo, you en-n-n-normous Cockatrice. 
Band. Look ye, J brought my Couſin ou. I took 
her up, as they ſay, and ſo, d'ye fee, I'll ſet her down 


- . 


Cler. Theſe Fools begin to be troubleſome, we muſt. 
Ha ! here's Clever too come with 


get rid of 'em,— | 
Intelligence from my Uncle. 

Hs Enter Mrs, Clever. 
I ſee there's Succeſs in your Face, I dare ſwear the De- 
hen thrives. | | 
Cle. Admirably——the Plot is juſt as that in a Cri- 
tic's Play, the Parts are all ready, and we are to be- 


Sin 


did J think you wou'd ha' ſerv'd 
I've - 
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gin within this half Hour; but I hold it convenient to 
diſperſe this impertinent Audience firſt, that we may re- 
hearſe in private. 

Mar. You have no farther occaſion for my biting 
Lover? 
|  Clew. He may diſpoſe of his Perſon how he pleaſes— 
we ſhall hardly find him of any further Conſequence. 

Mar. l'll pin him to Madam Scribble/cra6ble and her 
bouſy Gallant, and turn 'em adrift e But 
what ſhall we do with my dear Friend Stale? 

Clev. Let me alone with her. — Ungage Mr. Friendly 
to tip off with the fiiſt Opportunity, and leave the reſt 
to my Management. [To Clerimont. 

Cler. You won't be ſo unmerciful to turn her looſe 
after him? 

Cleu. I muſt confeſs, running away is not the beſt 
Proof a young Fellow can give of his Courage; but 
for the preſent Occ aſion tell him 'tis neceſſary for the 
Swain to fly, and the Nymph to purſue Let him 
leave word with his Man where we may hear of him, 
Mar. Well, I vow, Mr. Pinch, you'll engage me ex- 
tremely by this piece of Service. [To Pinch aide. 
This little impertinent Lawyer has a Bus'neſs of 
Conſequence to look after for me here in Town, and 
this unfortunate Affair of his Wife does ſo. exaſperate 


his Choler, that he'll not think of it 'till we get her out 


of the wav. 
Pinch. Where ſhall I attend your Ladyſhip ? 
Mar. Any where here in Town. 
Pinch. At the Greyhound ? 
Mar. As proper as any, where we'll be all with you 


immediately, and divert ourſelves at the Expence of the 5 


Family of the Scribble/crabbles. 

Pinch, We'll laugh immoderately 
ſhip know what Fun is? 

Mar. No—— but it's no matter for that. 

Pinch. No, as you ſay, Madam, it's no matter for 
that; but VII ſhew you ſuch Sport, ſuch Fun, — — Il 
bite Mr. Bandiſcer.—— Look ye, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, 
we'll have no more Words of this matter, your Lady is 
a virtuous Perſon, and a good Wife, ſhe has borne you 
many Children, but we have all our Failings. 


Does your Lady- 


Scrib, 
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Scrib. Ah! — name her not, dear Squire 


Mar. Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, let me adviſe you in this 
I have engag'd Mr. Pinch to ſerve you 
[To Scribbleſcrabble ae. 


You -may truſt your Wife with him, and all will be 


Adventure 
in it- 


well. 

Scrib. Ah de- de-dear Madam, the Squire s a Gentle- 
man—it wou'dn't grieve one to truſt one's Mare with a 
Gentleman, 

Mar. They're but Juſt going hard by, we'll follow 
'em preſently. 

Scrib. Squire, dear Squire, have an Eye to Be-Be-Be- 
Barnaby Bandilter: my Heart miſgives me plaguily. 

[ Afae to Pinch. 

Pinch. Bite! D'ye think I don't know what to do? 
Trouble not yourſelf. Mr. Bandileer's very much in 
Drink 
better. ——Hum—hum—You were a ſaying, Sir, [Ts 
Bandileer] your Name was Barnaby. 

Band. Yes, Sir; no Offence, I hope. | 

Pinch. Oh none at all, ſo much the better; I love 
Barnaby of all Names, I was born on a Barnaby-bright 
in the Morning, I have ſeen yon ſomewhete or other 
for certain. 

Band. | uſe the Cat and Fiddle, moſt an end, Sir. 

Pinch, In Drury. lane? Ay there it was, if I am not 
mightily miſtaken, I have bit a Corporal that belong'd 


to your Company, a very merry Fellow, but I have for- 


got his Name. 
Band. Kit Kunnyborrow belike. 
Pinch. The very ſame 
——Hark ye, Madam, [To Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble] You 
and I, and your Couſin here, we'll ſteal off and have 
one healing Quart of Walnuts and Sack at the Greyhound. 


[/Philf Clever entertains Lady Stale, Friendly 


fleals off. 

Band. I muſt needs ſay you're a very civil Gentleman, 
Sir, and if you'll ſo far demeanor yourſelf, Sir—— 
Look ye, Sir, if my Coufin be willing——l came with 
my Couſin, Sir, and I'll go with my Couſin, Sir, Pl 
ſtand and fall with my Couſin, Sir. 

Mrs. Scrib. I'm ſure you behave yourſelf ſo like a 

| Gentleman, 


but no matter for that, he'll bite ſo much the 


Look ye, you and I, and 


—— 2 — 
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Gentleman, that hiccup But if my Simon 
ſhould take a new Vagary oh dear—hiccup— 

Pinch. Oh never fear that The Ladies have under- 
taken to bamboozle him they'll make him know 
his Duty, and beg your Pardon—now! now take your 
time and ſteal off take care of your Couſin, Mr. 
Banailecr. 

Mrs. Scrib. Oh dear, my Hiccocks is very bad. 

Band. Look ye, I'll ſtand and fall that's my Word. 

[Exeunt Pinch, Bandileer, and Mrs. Scribble. 

Scrib. How! ha! what! Gone again! 
Squire. 

Mar. Hufht ! bs quiet, come hither. 

Scrib. Squire, dear Squire, have a care of Be-Be- 
Barnaby. 

Mar. Didn't I tell you this was the only way to get 
rid of your Wite's Relation? 

Scrib. I acquieſce, Madam, ] acquieſce. 

Clew. Have a little Patience, Madam, and I'll ſet 
every thing in order. [ Adjuſting Lady Stale's Head. 
I know your Ladyſnip uſes to be the niceſt Creature in 
the World in theſe matters In the name of Won- 
der, who cou'd it be that dreſs'd you to day ? 

Stale. Oh ] cou'dn't bear any aukward Body's Fiſts 
about me——————] can't tolerate any thing but my 
own Woman—— don't you know my Woman? 

Clew. Oh dear, yes, Madam, Mrs. Fiddlefadd'e. 


Stale. Lis the carefulleſt Creature; ſhe has livd 


with me ever ſince the Reſtoration, and never admini- 
ſter'd a wrong thing to me, or ſtuck a Pin amiſs, in all 
the time. 

Clev. The Reſtoration ! That's a long time indeed. — 
Your Ladyſhip's Maid ſeri ants, I believe, are much 
more con ant than your Men. 8 
Stale. The Reſtoration did I fay ? the Reſtoration ? 
My Memoiy ! what a thing is my Memory! I meant 
your other publick Buſineſs that has happen'd here. 

Cebu. The Revolution? 

Stale. Ay, that, that-I take fo little notice of your 


publick News! — But, as I was ſaying, ſhe's the heed - 


fulleſt Perſon in any thing that relates to my Perſon. 
Clzy, 1 wonder ſhe ſhould put fo little Powder in your 
Hair; 


Squire, 
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Hair; I ſwear one might ſee it look quite grey. in 
deed that was a Fault in Mrs. Fidalefaddle. | 

Stale. Huſht! dear Clever, I woud'n't have Friendly 
hear you for all the World. | | 

Clev Oh no danger. | 

Stale. Not but that mine was a meer Misfortune—— 
The Iriſb Fright at that ſame Revolution put me into 
Fits, and frighted my poor Hair grey all o' the ſudden. 
——Beſides, Mariana here knows my Relations, we 
are all grey ten Years ſooner than otherPeople. I come 
of a grey Family; don't I, my dear? But then I wou'd 
not have Mr. Friendly for many Reaſons think me in 
ry I know he deſigns having an Heir to his Family, 
an | | | 

Mer. But, dear Madam, why do you A yourſelf in 
pain for his hearing us ? 1 thought he had leit the Com- 
pany by your Order, 

_ How left | whom Child ? What, is Mr. Friendly 

one | | 
f Cley. Gone! Didn't you ſee him? I'll ſwear 1 
thought you had put him upon that pleaſant piece of 
Gallantry.. . | 55 

Stale. Gallantry ! oh perfidious! can it be poſſible ! 
dear Clever explain GC or I'II vow you'll put me 
into the Hiſtericks, | 4 

Clev. Nay indeed J thought it look'd a little odd, for 
Mr. Friendly to abandon a Lady in your Ladyſhip's Cir- 
cumſtances, for a couple of the trapiſheſt Creatures I 
ever ſaw in Masks, ſo miſerably rigg'd, with dy'd Lin- 
ings and tatter'd Furbelows. | | | 

Stale The little naſty inconſidetable Huſſies! but, 
dear Child, tell me, did he ſeem fond? 

Mar. Very good now for my ſhare of the Lye. [ Aſide. 
Exceſſively loving; nay, they were but too well ac- 
quainted, that's certain heard em call him by his 
Name Are not you a dear Dog, ſays one of em; 
What my little Jenny, quo he ! and immediately whipp'd 
one Arm about one, and t'other about t'other, and away 
they ſcuttled together ſo familiarly I warrant you. 

Stale. Which Way are they gone? | 

Mar, That Way, Madam: but it may be nothing but 
an innocent Frolick. _ Sis ; 

Ts | Stale. 
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Stale. A Frolick, my Dear? Ah, the Devil take ſuch 
Frolicks, I ſay. You don't know what a Concern I am 
in ; he has put me off, with a Pretence of his catching 
Misfortunes (as he calls them) by theſe common Sluts, 
theſe twenty times already ; and if he ſhould catch ano- 
ther Misfortune we cannot be married till he's well again, 
and that will be a Month, or three Weeks at leaſt; 
beſides Surgeons are ſo unſkilful, and ſuch Knaves, and 
I am ſo fearful of thoſe matters myſelf. Well Dear, 
my Dears, forgive me. [Exit Lady Stale. 

Mar. Oh by all means, my Dear. Ha, ha, ha! 
What a terrible Fright my dear Friend was in, un- 
der the Apprehenſion of a Diſappointment ? = 

Clev. I muſtown I have Ill-nature enough to rejoice 
exceedingly at her Ladyſhip's Vexation ; ſhe has been a 
ſtanding Incumbrance upon poor Friendly's Pleaſures for 
theſe two Years; ſhe has watch'd him with as much ſea- 
louſy and Perverſeneſs as a barren Wife. fx 

. Cler. And has been as uneaſy to him as a barren Wife's 
Mother, and as provoking every way But let her 
be forgotten, as ſhe ought to be, and think of your own 
matters [ have juſt now left your Uncle. | 

Mar. Very much in Love, I hope. | 

Cler. That is, juſt as much a Fool as you found him: 

Clev. Toa Title ; he's ſtark mad; Love and Peking, 
that is, your Ladyſhip and the Emperor of China, have 
turn'd his Brain He has made a Chine/e Song upon 
you, and I left him ſinging it to an Oriental Kettie- 
drum, as he calls it. Next to the great Cham and Ma- 
riana, I believe I have an Intereſt in him. | 

Mar. I ſuppoſe you have been promiſing largely in 
my Name, what I am never to perform. | 

Clev. Nay, that depends upon you; a little Love, 
Child, that's all. | | 

Mar. Well, he ſhall have all I can ſpare. 

Cley. And I dare ſwear that's more than enough for 
his Oriental Occaſions. 

Cler. But I ſuppoſe you dealt with him as in the way 

of Trade what Return for all this ? 

' Clew. The Return an old Man uſually makes. 
Mr. Ay marry, and what's that? 
Clev. To do all he can for you 


and no more. 


Cler* 
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Chr Very fair, I think. 

Mar. I'll put him to it, I promiſe you. 

Ciev. I told him you had reſoiv'd upon arting with 
ſome of your Fortune to a poor Relation of your's, and 
that you requir'd him to join with you in that Settle- 
ment as a mark of his Love, without further Enquiry, 
and then you would be his as far as poſſible. 

Cler. Well, and what Anſwer to that ? 

Clew. Oh he was all Rapture! conſented to it, and 
ſwore immediately by half a dozen Chine/e Saints, with 
deviliſh hard Names, that he wiſh'd he could make your 
Relation Viceroy of Eaſtern Tartary. 

Mar. Oh my Relation ſhall thank him; I with he 
may be as fond of him, when they come to be better 
acquainted, 

Cler. That I doubt of. 

Clev. He expects you immediately; as we go I'll in- 
ſtruct Mr. Clerimont how to diſpoſe of himſelf. 
Are your Deeds ready ? 

Cler. Have you done as you were ordered in that 
matter, Mr, Scribble/crabble ? 

Scrib. Yes, Sir, the Deeds are ready. [Sig bing. 

Clev. The Deeds are ready What doleful 
Voice is that? Can that be Mr. Scribbleſerabble ! is it 
poſſible the gay, the witty, the gallant Mr. Scribble- 
ſcrabble? 

Scrib. Ah good lack! my De. De. Dell's falſe per- 
haps you don't know that. | 

Cle. Falſe; is that all? A Trifle be falſe again, 
be as falſe to her as ſhe can be to you for the Life of 
her Give her as good as ſhe brings. 

Mar. Nay, I told him 'was below the Character of 
a fine Gentleman, and a Man of the Town, as he is, 
to 2 his noble Soul for ih 7 thing a Wife can do 
or ſay 

Cler. No, no, he has forgot it, or wil! do! It in a very 
little while longer. Indifference is the Word, and 


Madam Scribb/e/crabble may diſpoſe of her Perfon as ſhe 
thinks fit. 

Scrib. Nay, I hadn't ſo much card for it, hadn't it 
been for that Son of a OI"? that Be- Be- Barnaby 
Bandileer. 


Clev. 
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Cleu. Care for it! Nay, if you once come to care 
for your Wife, farewel Gallantry,. ——why you will be 
Company for no Body but Haberdaſhers, Tin-men, 
Trunk-makers, and ſuch comical kind of People. | 

Scrib. Nay, | always had a Spirit above theſe pe pe- 
I de-de-don't know how I 
came to marry the Jade, unleſs it were for Form's lake, 
and out of Cu-Cu Cuſtom, as they ſay. 

Mar. No! And tho' you fancy you are v: x'd 
at her now, I fancy 'tis only for Form's ſake, and out of 
Cuſtom, as you ſay —<—— Come, come along with 
us, and think of the hundred Guineas you're to get 
of Mr. Friendly* Why *twill buy you Claret and 
Mirth enough to make you * believe you are f 
Widower, Eau. 


A 8s ON G. 


A 
8 IL LY Swain, give o'er thy wooing, 


Sighing, 883 riffang, cooi ng, 
All is very fool it doing. 
II. 


All that follows after Kiſſes, 
The very beſt, the Bliſs of Bliſſes, 

J. as dull a Toy as _ ts, 
Prove the Nymph, and taſte her „ 
Tell me then, when full of Pleaſure, 
What dull thin — can diſcover, 
Duller than a Lange Lower ? 
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Silh Swain, give o'er, Kc. 
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A SCEMME: 


SCENE, Sir Timothy Tallapoy's Houſe. 
Enter Angelica, Mariana, and Mrs. Clever. 


Ang. LI7ELL, Madam, don't you think my Father 
E now one of the ſtrangeſt old Gentlemen 


that ever you ſaw with your Eyes? Oh gemini! I 


wou'dn't marry ſuch a ſtrange ſort of an old Fellow for 
all the World. | 

Clzv. No, nor ſhe neither, Child, notwithſtanding all 
the violent Proteſtations of Good-will the made him but 
now. | 
Mar. J ſwear I think there is ſomething very agree- 
able and entertaining in Sir Timothy's Humour. 


Cley. Nay, indeed, all the Ill that you can ſay of him 
is, that he's an old Man, and for my part I think all old 


Men are alike. | | 
Ang. Oh dear, in what, Madam? 
Clew. In being good for nothing, Madam. | 
Ang. Oh dear! I don't think ſo. I fancy I could like 


| ſome ſort of Old Men ſtrangely, they're ſo civil and 


complaiſant, and ſo neat, and ſo clean, and ſhav'd ſo 
cloſe, I warrant ye. | 


Mar. Should you like Mr. Friendly if he were Old, 


Madam? . 

Ang. As for Mr. Friendly indeed, Madam, he's a 
kind of a perfect Stranger to me, ſo that I don't know 
what Judgment to make of his Temper or Inclina- 


tions; he may be a very good fort of a Man for aught 1 


know, not but that I can't help thinking Mr. Fr:endly 
his ſome Humours may make a Woman very uneaſy, 
when ſhe is | | 
Clew. Not ſo abſolute a Stranger to him as you are: 
Siling.] Are not you a little Hypocrite? Hark ye; 


[ Hitting her with her Fan. 


Do you intend to be marry'd to-night to a Man that you 
are ſuch an abſolute Stranger to? 
Ang. Oh law! I wonder what makes you talk ſo—— 
who could put ſuch a thing into your Head? * 
e. 
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Clewv. He that put it into your's, Friendly. 
Ang. I'll ſwear he gives himſelf a ſtrange Liberty of 
talking. 

— None but what you'll forgive him for, 1 dare 
ſwear. | El 

Clew. He fancy'd, if he didn't tell, vou wou'd. 

Ang. Well, I wonder at his Confidence. 

Mar. For being beforehand with you. Really Love- 
Matters are come to be manag'd after a very fantaſtical 
manner, and all the Care is now, not who ſhall keep the 
Secret beſt, but who ſhall tell firit. 

Ang. I'll vow I have a good Mind not to have him, 
he's ſuch a meer blab. | 
Mar. That would be all wrong, as they ſay, Madam, 
to fall out with him, and be reveng'd upon yourſelf. 
Cle. She'll conſider better of it, never fear. | 

Mar. Well, but dear Madam, we are of your Party, 

and I hope you take us to be ſo much your Friends as 
to deſerve your Confidence You know we have no 
other Deſign upon Sir Timothy, but in order to bring 
this Buſineſs, between Mr. Friendly and you, to a happy 
Concluſion. | | 
Ang. Nay, really, I muſt needs ſay I have been infi- 
nitely oblig'd to you, dear Madam And indeed my 
Father is ſuch a ſtrange kind of a Man, that I don't care 
what riſque I run to get out of his Clutches. Well, but 
you know Mr. Friend/y, Madam? [To Mariana. 

Mar. A little, Madam ; not fo well as you do, | fancy. 

Ang. Oh dear, yes to be ſure you do, and a preat deal 
better. too; but do you think he'll make a good Hus- 
band? I believe he's a ſtrange wild young Fellow; 
really a Woman runs a ſtrange Hazard with theſe wild 
young Fellows. | 5 

Mar. All Gameſters that play deep, and puſh for a 
Fortune, run Hazards, and for my part I am always for 

- rifquing with a wild Fellow rather than a tame one 
beſides, were he never ſo wild, Matrimony will make 
him bate of his ſpeed, as they ſay that have try'd it. 

Ang. I'll vow I have heard he drinks a World of 
Claret. | „ 
Clev. And you fancy that will make him ſo ſleepy— 
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Ang. If I don't wonder what you can mean by that 


of 
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—— Well, Mr. Clever, you are the malicioaſeſt Crea- 
ture, you are always a teazing one; but I am reſolv'd 


Il be reveng'd of you at Night, when we are a-bed to- 


ether. 
Clev. A- bed together! for Shame! why you wou'dn't 
abandon your Bridegroom for me ? 
Ang. Nay, Mrs. Clever, you know when you lie here, 
you always uſe to be my Bed fellow, and you ſhan't be 
put out of your Bed for any Body, I'm reſolv'd you ſhall 


lie with me, and we'll lie awake and talk all Night long 


Nay, I'm refolv'd I'll pinch you if you won't lie 
and talk to me. 

Clev. No, no, you know I'm the ſleepieſt Creature i in 
the World: You had better pinch Friendly, if he 
"oy t bay awake, and: -talk to you. 

I'll ſwear I lads a good Mind to ſtop your 
Mood I think the Woman's mad to talk fo 
Oh gemini ! 

Mar. Methinks Sir Timothy ſtays very long-didn- t he 
promiſe to follow us immediately? 

Ang He's a teaching the Servants to Dance, as they 
do before the Emperor of China. 

Mar 1 wiſh he would diſpatch the Buſineſs we want 
to have done, and go on with his Tartarian Ballet after- 
wards. 

Ang. Shall I go and tell him 8 want to ſpeak with 
him, Madam ? 

Mar. If you pleaſe, Madam. 

Ang. He'll leave the Cham of Tartary himſelf to wait 
upon you. [ Going. 
Dear Mrs. Clever, if you ſhould happen to ſee Mr. 


| Friendly, I charge you don't tell him we [Coming back. 


have been talking of him We ſhall have him ſo vain, 
and in his Airs, I warrant you. 

Clev. No, no, you ſhall have the Pleaſure of betray- 
ing the Secret, and telling him all yourſelf——bue pray 
make haſte and diſpatch your Embaſſy ? 

Ang. I'll be here again in a Minute. [Exit Angelica, 

. Clev. Well, what think you of Mrs. Friendly that is 
to be ? 

Mar. She's in a moſt violent twitter. 

Cl/zv, As all young Ladies of her Age are at the Ap- 
proach of Matrimony. Mar. 
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Mar. She's ſo out of Breath, and ſo merry, and ſo 


grave, and ſo glad, and ſo ſmirking, and ſo ſmiling. 


C/ev. And doesn't know whether ſhe goes upon her 


Head or her Heels. = 

Mar. Love! Love! my Dear! you know this Love 
is the Devil Ha! pray look this way [Looking out. 
Is not that the moſt ſerene and moſt amiable Mr. Pinch 
that's coming into the Court ? | 

'Clev. "Tis he; there are certain fooliſh Appurte- 
nances belonging to his Face and Perſon, which no one 
elſe can pretend to—but I think we are ready for him, 
and fo let him come as ſoon as he pleaſes. 

Mar. I wou'dn't have him fee me. 


Clev. No, we'll go look upon your Oriental Lover's 


Preparations for your Entertainment. [Exeunt, 
Enter Pinch and a Servant. 


Ser. If it ſhall ſeem agreeable to you to repoſe your 


moſt worſhipful Perſon in this Place, I will notify your 


Ariival to Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Knight and Mandarin of 
the Seventh Order. | | 
Pinch. Tis very well, Friend, notify to your Maſter 


with what haſte you can conveniently, but don't diſcom- 


poſe yourſelf, don't put yourſelf out of Order. 
[ Exit Serwant, 


Very fooliſh, Faith. If the reſt of my Father-in-Jaw's 


Family be of a piece with this Fellow, I ſhall have a 
good merry time on't among 'em- to be the 
only Wit in the Family I don't know, it may 
be well enough 
bit, certainly 


W ho'd have thought that ſly Devi 


that Mrs. Mariana, ſhou'd have had it in her to put 


ſuch a practical Bite upon one? It coſt me Two 
Hours in Time, beſides Eight and a Penny in Monies 


number'd, to ſtay for her, and ſhe never came at laſt. 


Very pretty Manners truly I ſmoke ſome- 
what between the ſame Cerimout and her; but no mat- 
ter, Bite's the Word. I {hall be even with her beſore 
to-morrow Morning believe, if I play's one, 
I play'd Forty Game at All-Fours and Shovel Board 
with Mr. Pendler ——Poor Feliow, he was bloodily in 
for it at laſt is true, indeed, he drank a World 


of Seneua-— but his Coulin will take care of him 


She's 


-(1s better biting than being - 
* 


er 
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she's a diſcreet Woman truly. in the main, I believe | 


he held his Head ſo kindly when he Bru. a little n 
— Fal ha! tis he! 

Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy. 3 
The Lord Chaycellor of, Moſeawi's mad ace-bearer! fow 
Haw the Devil ſhou'd he get hither I wqu'd I were 
well. got by him onder Kala ſuſſer Him; to walk 
oe Wich ſuch a Stick in his 

Sir Tim: I'll; conſummate "bis 47 ir with my Son- in- 
law Pinch. as ſoon as may Ny will. then Ha! 
how ! here is that wretc Pup py. that goeth up and 
on ny whom he may 5 812 Hoes 706 Fae | 
afe againſt biting, nit. eyen a Man's. om Houſe 
You take m range: Liber ). Frignd, after eine Occur: 
rences that paſs'd hetwgen. ys folate ly, 

Finch. A ftrange Fellow this, 1 ont know What to 
do, not |——1 muſt try to ſpeak him fair, I think, and 
ſee if one gan mollify him 112 way, for tis hut a Word 
and a. Blow wich him, that I ſee clearly _ (Lhe. 

Sir. Jin. Nou/ is this wigked. Villain meditating. 

_ but by the Majeſty of Ffeſting · 1 will confbund the 
evil Imagination ere: 7 be brought to Perfection 
Heark 49 ms, young Man,, you- are. gne of thoſe . that 
make themſelves merry — the moſt excellent Griental 
Nations: This Manſion was not n to receive thaſe 
People that ſcoff at che ham of Tartary. 

Finch. Oh dear Sir, far be it from me, Sir, to think 
it was, Sir; I can't think it was built a, any ſuch 
kaayiſh De$ga»—Ipmv ſtrangely tempted to- bite Mo 


Sir Tm. Lam We prompted to-ask what 22 
or Negotiation might induce you to enter here. 

Pinch.” This is 11K ly u en. ( Ade. 
Affair, Sir? hy really I have an Affair, Fi 

Sir Tim. Ay! diſcaſs to me of what Nature. 

Pizch.” Nature; Sir? if I cou'd, come: to the Speech of 
3 Perſon har Ln i F 

ir 7im. I notify to you that e mot ro 

Perſon, of any 9 theſe Wal 4 pL wo 
may unfold your Bus'neſs. 

Pinch... Loek ye, Sir, chat ian t the matter I don't 

Or ought I know, but 

| my 
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my Bus'neſs at preſent lies more properly with the Jen 


Gentleman of the Houſe. [ 
Sir Tim. Then I notify to you again that it lies with 7 ha 
me come, bar biting, and begin. _ 
Pircb. Good lack! it's much the Lofs of a Place Vie 
ſhou'd do this. Aldi. | 
f Pray, sir; no Harm, T hope; by your Leave Gly. | 
(Going by bin. 


S'r Tim. Whither wou'd you paſs, Friend? 

Pinch. Only that way a little=juſt in at that Door, 
that's all J ſhall meet wih ſome of the r 
won't trouble you, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Sir, I have wpäkerrakeen the diſcuſſing your 
Buſineſs myſelf, and till I have made ſome further Pro- 
greſs in it the Family ſhall, not be, met with,- 

No, Sir, by the molt Potent: and Serene Cham they ſhall 
- mod; 
Pinch. Pray, Sir; let me tell you, this is very uncivil, 
Sir———TI don't know but I may be in haſte, and 0 
forth, and may have Occaſion to ſpeak with a Gear 
Friend that lies dangerouſly ſick in the Houſe.” © 
Sir Tim. The Manſion is ſalubrious and healthy, "but 
If it were not, may J ſuppoſe you to be a Maker up, or 
Preparer of Medicines, or, asthe Weſtern Languige ren- 
ders it, an Apothecary ? 
25 Pinch. Bite! Od I've a good mind, — at 

my Tongue's End. | (Softly afids 
Sir Tim. Ha! What is it thou pronounceſt in ſecret? 

_ Pinch, Nothing, nothing in the Univerſe, but only that 
'T beg the Favour of a word or two with Sir Timothy 


Tallafoy . That's all, as I hope to breathe, Sir. Pin, 

Sir Tim. Prodigious ! How enormouſly he varies his one's | 

Fable! Say on. I am he, tho' thou knew'f it Sir 
before thou biting Viper thou! I am he r 

ſay on. "Chon 

Pinch. Oh dear! this is worſe and worſe . ws 

6-3 much 


he! alas! I wou'd you were but- | 
Sir Tim. Speak, what? | earne 
' Pinch. Yourſelf, Sir, that's all, 1 7 a iendly wi Ma 
I wou'd you were your own Man. 
Sir Tim. Soho ! My faithful Servants approach 3 — Sir 
do teach you to bite one of the nnn. Oriental 7 - Friend 
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gers in his own Manſion. ——Would't thou infer that 
Jam diſtracted, of a Mind not fit to negotiate ? Sirrah! 
| have been thought fit to negotiate and drink Tea with 
the moſt excellent Governor of Canton, nay with the 
Viceroy, and the learned Lipous. 

Pinch, Look ye, Friend, I don't fay any Body's mad, 
but theſe are odd Circumſtances, and Moorfields is a good | 
Air for People that loſe Places when one comes 
about Bus'neſs to be interrupted, and interrogated, and 
bambooſled, and not ſuffer'd to 

Sir Tim, So hol my Servants ! 

Enter Servants. 

Pinch. Pſhaw! This is a Jeſt indeed! hey day ! what's 
the meaning of all this? Look ye, my Name's Squire. 

Pinch. I come to marry Sir Timothy Tallapoy's Daugh- q 
ter, | 
Sir Tim. Doſt thou bite me with the Name of mine 
Ally !——S:izz on him, the Wretch.! : 

| ['T, — Jay bold on bim. 

Pinch. This is damn'd fooliſh, faith and troth! | 
Look ye, I am Sir Peter Pinch's Son and Heir, I am. 
a Man of Wit and Pleaſure, I underſtand. the Town, 
and I won't be us'd ſo, for ne? er a Mace-bearer nor a 
Madman in Moſcow. 

Sir Tim. Incontinently I think thou art diſtracted thy 
ſelf ; but it ſuffices me that I know thee to be a Biter, 
the Name. that comprehends all kind of Villany 
Cou'd the rizht-worſhipful and moſt ſincere, my Friend, - 
dir Peter Pinch, a Man of his moſt categorical Principles, 
engender a Biter ! impoſſible! out, thou Impoſtor ! 

Pinch. So ho | what's there no body here to take 
one's part !: Sir Timothy Tallapoy! 

Sir Tim. Hold him faſt. 

Exter Mariana and Mrs. Clever. — 

| Chev. The Lovers will be paſt reprieving preſently 
left 'em mumbling over Matrimony with as 
„ as if they were to be happy in good 
earne | 

Mar. Very well ; now for our Cue here—Matters 
nave happen'd as we cou'd have wiſh'd 

Sir Tim. Moſt exceeding fair, and my very good 
Friend, my propitious Stars have directed me to the 
C 2 Diſcovery 
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Diſcovery of a notorious Impoſtare; and your excel - 
lent Perſons come very opportunely to beheſd my juſ- dee 
rice; | 
Pinch. Well, Friend, if he be never ſo much your bef 
Maſter, and the individual numerical Sir Timothy, I am / 
as much the individual numerical Squire Pinch, as he is let 
the individual numerical Sir Timothy Tallapoy. ſom 
[ To the Sermanii. Plo 

Mar. I muſt confeſs he has a ſtrange deſigning kind 1 


of a Face, J ſhou'd be very cautious of truſting I co 
ſuch a ſort of a Man upon his bare Word. 5 ria 
Cleu. Dear Sir Timothy have a Care of him, methinks C 
„I Tee Biting written in his very Forehead, too. 
bs Sir Tim, Madam, the ſage Orientals are not eafily now 
* | cou 
Pinch. Oh Ladies, your humble Servant very and 
footifh, faith and'troth Now you, ſhall ſee, Friend Caſe 
—theſe Ladies know ne, —— Madam, here's really a 
fooliſh Adventure. 


_ ._ Clew. What does he mean! he addreſſes his Diſcourſe 
to us.—— Bleſs me, I'm afraid he's diſtracted how 

he Looks! For Goodneſs ſake don't come too near him 
—— They fay *tis as bad as Poiſon to be bit by a Mad- 
man. 

Sir Tim. It is, Madam, what we may properly call an 
* of Folly mixt with an egregious degree 
of Inipudence—'tis what the Learned in the Weſtern 
Nations call a Complication. | 

Pinch. Pſhaw! phoo! this is all focling! Ladies! 
Madam! here are a whimſical Set of People wou'd 
perfuade me my Name isn't Pinch. - 

Sir Tim. I told your Ladyſhip what he drives at, he 
wou'd bite me under a wrong Name. 

Mar. And pray, Sir, — oh dear— hold him faſt.—ir 
your Name Pinc? | | 

Pinch. Bite! Bite! Madam. BR.” 

Sir Tim. You ſee, moſt excellent Lady, you ſee what 
he wou'd be at. | | 

Mar. And do' you really think, Sir, your Name'is 
Re? - | 

Pinch. Nay, Madam, I tell you I'm like to be us'd 
ſcurvily——this is all ridiculous! Speak Truth _ 

| | | "wy 
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why as if you didn't know one——This is Biting in- 
deed ! 
Clev. Bleſs me! my Dear! did you ever r ſee this, Man 
before ? . 

Mar. Never with my Eyes, Madam,— I Timothy 
let me conjure you to have a care, there is certainly | 
ſome very villanous Deſign laid againſt you, this! is ſome 
.. 

« Pinch. What is the meaning of all this . at. 
I come dow n ĩ in the Coach with you to-day ? Mrs. Ma- 
riana! Madam. 

Clew. The confident Wretch! He bas got your Name. 
too Hark ye, Friend, what good does it do yo 
now to. counterfeit another Body's Name? Why you 
cou'dn't think but it muſt needs he found out at laſt, 


and then you Know the Law is very ſevere in theſe 
* 


Mar. Tis very probable he bad his bye upon the 
young Lady' s Fortune. 

Pinch. Why this is downright making A Fool of one: 
1 8 you had been more a Gentle woman. 

Sir Tim. Bohce! Do you [Toa Ped oy 
and your Fellows take care to confine bim in the Cellar 
I will ſupplicate the Mandarins of Juſtice that Pu- 
niſhment may be inflicted according to his Demerits— = 
Away with him. N 

Mar. I never 3 him in my Kite, 8 

Sir Tim. Madam, we live in a ginn Pie A 
and a biting Climate Away with hin 
For my part I wiſh I were well turn'd of the Cape of 
Good-hope, = 

Pinch. Prythee be quiet, Friend—Talk. of putting 
one in a Cellar! Phoo! what a. Jeſt is that? 


| won't ſtir a Foot, that's flat— Help! Murder, Ladies! 


Why you won't? What, will you pull one's Arm off? 
You'll anſwer all this—If ever I bite any Body again— 
r me — . [Servants force Him off. 
Mar. Upon my Word I am heartily frighten'd; ne 
made a moſt terrible Noiſe l believe the beſt way will 
be to get him out of the Houſe ? 55 
dir Tim. Fear e Lady, I will ſo n 


54 ThE BTT &. 

Clev. That he can neither bite nor bellow, tis the beſt 
Courſe you can take with him. 

Mar. Well, of all the diſagreeable things one meets 
with, nothing is ſo ſhocking to me as a Biter—You meet 
with nothing of this kind in China, Sir Timothy: 

Sir Tim. 'Twou'd be Felony, without Benefit of the 
Clergy. 

Mar. Well, they are a polite People !- - how 
agceeably graceful is that Habit of Sir Timothy's, what 
an Image of the Eaffern Wiſdom it gives us! 

Sir Tim. They are certainly a great People; Arts be- 
gan with them It is thought the neceſſary Sciences 
of Eating and Drinking were diſcover'd ſome Ages 
among them, before they were known in Europe, 

Clev. Concerning Beards and their Management! 
have heard indeed ——— e 

Sir Tim. The whole Oeconomy of the Beard was 
treated of ſeven thoufand Years ago, by a learned Chine/e 
Philoſopher, in fifteen Volumes. Ah, Madam, 
might 1 but hope for the Pleaſure of feeing your Lady- 

ſhip in the moſt glorious City of Peking, I wou d rot 
come hither again to be Empetor of the I. 

Mar. We Women are born to obey——Sir Timothy 
may be ſure 1 ſhalt follow n.y Huſband all the World 
A | | | 

Sir Tim. Happy! happy Man will he be. . 
Euter Angelica, a: diſguts'd, Scribbleſcrabble evih 

| | ritings. 

Ang. Here's a Gentleman inquires fot your Ladyſhip. . 

„ | | Io Mariana. 

Mar. Sir Timothy, this is my Relation, in whoſe Be- 
half we are to do the charitable Deed I fpoke to you' of, 

Sir 7m. Sir you are bonour'$!=—=Yonr Character 
is Affinity with the Ittuftrious. 

Friend. Sir, T have always conceiv'd' as much. 

Ang. Oh gemini! the Thing is done, [To Clever a/idr. 
and | vow I'm glad "tis over. I wou'dn't have it to do 
again for all the Warld—— Mr. Friendly did look ſo 
_ one, and my Heart did go ſo pit-a-pat all the 
while. 3 

Clev. Huſnt! be quiet now. You ſha'l talk to me of 
it for two Hours together by and by. 


Sir 


FP 5 * 
eff Sir Tin. Are the Deeds drawn according to your La- 
dyſhip's Command and Direction? 
ets Mar. Exactly; if you do us the Honour to concur, 
et the matter is at an end. | | 
Scrib. You deliver this as your AQ and Deed, Sir, for 
he the Uſe of this Gentleman ? 


Sir Tim. I do, Sir, with my full Intentions. 
[Mariana and Sir Tim. execute the Deed. 
and wiſh much Happineſs may hereby redound and ac- 
crue to him. 

Friend. Sir, J muſt always acknowledge you the Au- 
thor of my Happineſs, and will take an opportunity to 
convince you'of my Gratitude. | 

Enter Lady Stale, and Clerimont. 

Stale. Tell not me, Mr. Clerimont, I'm not to be 
fobb'd off ſfo————1'l] find him out ir he be above 
Ground. ” | | 

Cler. Why, I tell you he's juſt now upon making his 
Fortune, and you'll ruin all. 8 

Stale. I tell you I'll have him whole and ſole, as the 
Law directs, with all his Ways, Water-courſes, Eaſe- 
ments and Appurtenances, I'll not bate him an Inch. 

Cler. [To Friendly.] Look ye, Sir, the Matter is gone 

as far as twill bear, and you have nothing to do now 
but to make good the Ground we have got for you. 

Sir Tim. What is the meaning of this? What does 
this Lady's Paſſion import? | 3 

Mar. Some Weeping and much Talking, I believe, 
Ten to one but ſhe tells us more of her mind. | 

Sir Tim. Madam, may I inquire- [To Lady Stale. 

State. Sir, I am reduc'd to the laſt extremity, I am 
defeated and evil intreated, I am de/e/pere, by the moſt 
inconſtant Perſon | 

Friend. That ever had the Honour to be in fair Lady's 
Favour. | [ Pulling off his Diſguiſe. 

Stale. Oh are you there, Sir? *Tis exceeding well 
indeed! I am given to underſtand that you are faithleſs, 
Sir, that you are falſe, Sir, that you are making your 
Bedy over by a Marriage-Contract, to the Daughter of 
Sir Tim*thy Tallapoy, in order to defraud me, your Jaw- 
ful Creditor, of my natural Dues and Perquiſites. 

Sir Tin. How, moſt exceeding fair Lady, are 1 

„ | | 5 
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Machinations againſt your moſt faithful humble Servant ? 


Is your Relation Mr. Friendly? [Te Mariana. 
Mar. Since the matter is out, 'tis moſt certainly fo, 


my Relation is Mr. Friendly, or Mr. Friendiy is my Re- 


lation, you may take it either way. 
S'r Tim. But, Madam! 


Mar. But, Sir Timothy! J hope you won't quarrel 


with him for that: Hark ye, let me talk with you a 
little. | ENG [Takes him aſide. 
Friend. And does common Fame really ſay all this? 

Stale. Ay marry does it, to thy Shame, thou Trai- 
tor ! 

Friend. Look ye, for the matter of the Matrimony, 
tis too true; but for the other part, I ſtand up for my 
Conftancy, and do aver I was never falſe in my Life; 
for my Trial I put myſelf upon my Country here pre- 
ſent, and your Ladyſhip may go on with the Evidence 
as ſoon as you ſee fit. | | 

Stale. Oh Wretch ! do'ſt thou not expect the Houſe 
ſhou'd fall down upon thee this inſtant ? 

Friend. No, I truſt in the Timber-work. | 

Stale. Oh thou Wickedneſs incarnate ! how often haſt 


thou look'd upon me and ſmil'd, and then ſmil'd and 


look'd upon me again ? 


Friend. Very often truly, being for the moſt part of 


a merry Diſpoſition, as the worſhipful Bench here know. 


Stale. But ſay how often amorouſly, ſay, ſpeak truth, 
if thou dar'ſt. 


Friend, Never. 

Clew. A ſhort Anſwer that. 

Stale. Madam, I believe he has ſqueez d this poor 
Hand | 

Ang. Did you ſqueeze that filthy -bony thing ? You 
ſhan't touch mine. . „ | 

State, Till I have been forc'd to cry, oh! 

Clev. Very barbarous that, in my mind. 

Cler. But no Sign of Love. 

Cle. Oh none at all. 

Stale. Didn't you promiſe me to put me out of my 
Pain before to-morrow ; out of my Pain, I ſtick to that? 

Friend. And Faith, I think ] hare been as good as 
my word; the Devil's in't if you don't know what to 
truſt to now. 1 Stale. 


* 


[ Crying. 
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Stale. Ah! thou art a Fellow of ſweet Principles! 
but I know what you want, you want to put me Þ$n a Fit, 
do you, but I'll do my beſt to keep it down. [Sobbing.] 
Oh! how it heaves ! how it heaves here! Dear Clever, 
eaſe my Lace quickly, or I ſhall drop down, I am not 
| able to bear it. | 

Cler. Nay, Madam, he's a moſt perfidious Wretch, 
that's certain; but ſince you ſee there's no good to be 
done with him, you' had- much better retire before you 
fall into a freſh Diſorder ; you'll only give hun an occa- 
ſion of a malicious Grin. 3 

Clev. Mr. Cleri mont tells you true; theſe rattle-head- 
ed young Fellows don't know how to value a diſcreet 
elderly Paſſion: 3 

State; Ah, Clever, thou art certanly in the right. Dll 
leave him to his Flirt! Well, this is my fifteenth Misfor- 
tune of this kind ſince 1 have been a Widow | 
But T'1I retire into the Country this inſtant I'm reſolv'd, 
and mind good Books, and making Sweetmeats and 
Salves, and never truſt in a' Man of five and twenty 
again. 
Friend, And will ſhe go ? Will the dear Creature go? 

[Exit Lady Stale. 

Ang. Well, Til ſwear you're a croſs-grain'd il|-natur'd 
thing, I'll vow T have a good mind to hate you. 
Friend. What, for ſacrificing all to you, you dear 


little Creature | 
Ang. Be quiet, can't you ! Don't you ſee my Father? 
Sir Tim. Well, Madam, you ſee your Power over 
your Slave Mr. Friendly, as this Lady has done you 
the honour to intercede for you, I declare I receive you 
as my Son-in-law, and will make good what I ſeal'd to 
- my Daoghter's' Fortune———1 hope you are no 
iter. 5 
| _ _ A moſt profeſs'd Enemy to all Fools of that 
l.. 1535 | _ 
Sir Tim. I like you the better, you may come to good. 
Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The Peaſant Gregory Grumble, who was im- 
priſon'd in the Cellar, notifies to your Worthineſs, that 
the Perſon laſt committed is the very real Eſquire Nach, 
his Maſter, es 

| Sir 
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Sir Tim. Ha! ſay'ſt thou! the Circumſtance diſ- 
pleaſeth- t him be releas'd, I am glad my Daugh- 
ter is not bitten, however lt muſt be of great 
Gzicf to his Parents to hear that he taketh unto Biting 
after this manner. | 


Enter Pinch. | 
P:nch. Look ye, Gentlemen and Ladies, this 1s 


mighty fine, very exceeding fine; here have Gregory and 


been put in a Cellar among old Shoes, broken Bottles, 


and wicker Baskets, foi no manner of ſubſtantial reaſon 
in the Earth. 


Sir Zim. Young Gentleman, the Diſaſter has been of 


your own ſecking. I am ſorry to ſay it, but tho' you 
were ten times the Son of my Friend Sir Peter Pinch, 
and a Biter, I wou'd not affy my Daughter to you. 
Pinch. Ha! —— You may take your Daughter and 
ah your l woud'n't marry her an ſhe were a Che- 
rubin. 
Mar. For ought I ſee tis well the matter has happen'd 


as it has, ſince the only one thing that ever Sir Timothy 
and Mr. Pinch could have agreed in, wou'd have been 


in not liking one another. | 
Pinch. Well perhaps "twas, and perhaps twan't, 
Madam, Look ye, I deſire you not to concern yourſelf 
about me, I ſhan't concern myſelf about you, poz. 
Mar. Why this is all right again, for we are certainly 
agreed as to that matter too; however I promiſe to wear 
a Willow for your ſake, when J hear you are ſped. 
Pinch, Well, well, you may wear what you pleaſe. 
T believe I know what your Husband will wear, ſweet 
Madam Nimble-Chops. 


, 
Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and I'll bring you ac- 
quainted with my Husband. Sir Timothy, it is ſome time 


fince that I have had a very particular Eſteem for your 
_ Family. | 
Sir Tim. Madam, you confer Honour. | 
Mar. And in order to make myſelf a Part of it, about 
a Week ago I was marry'd to this Gentleman, your Ne- 
phew. T2, [Pointing to Clerimont. 
Sir Tim. How, to my Nephew! oh thou moſt perfi - 
fidious ! is it poſſible ? | 
Cler. The thing is moſt certainly ſo, Sir. 


Sir 
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Sir Tim. Is it ſo, Sir? why then the World is all 
falſe, there is nothing but Villany, Biting Jilt- 
ing | 

Pinch, Bite! What, art thou bit at laſt, Old Boy, 
Old Fobus, ha 

Sir Tim. Get thee out of my Doors this Minute, thou 
moſt egregious wretched Puppy, or I will ſo batter that 
Scull of thine 

Pinch. Hold, keep the Peace——take away his Stick 
hat d'ye mean, ha! what would you be at? d'ye 
think Heads are made for nothing but to be broke ? 
Very pretty Sport, truly. | 

Mar. Come, Sir Timothy, be pacify'd ; I fancy we 
ſhall agree much better as Uncle and Niece, than as 
Man and Wife. 15 | 

Sir Tim. Oh thou falſe Creature! I am enrag'd, and 
wiſh all the Weſtern World was on Fire — But I'll 
take Poſt for the Eaſt- Indies this Inſtant, and never con- 
verſe with Man, Woman, or Child again, that was born 
on this fide the Cape of Good-Hope. [Exit Sir Tim. 
Cle. Let him go; we ſhall find ſome way to mollify 
him, I warrant you, when the firſt Heat is over, 


Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 


Which warm the ſickly Veins of feeble Age. 
And tho' the Flame | 


Blaze out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, 
Yet ſoon the Fuel fails, and then it dies. 


[Exeunt Omnes. 
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The GOLDEN VERSES of PYTHAGORAS. 


IRST to the Gods thy humble Homage pay, 

The greateſt this, and firſt of Laws, obey : 
Perform thy Vows, obſerve thy plighted Troth, 
And let Religion bind thee to thy Oath. 
The Heroes next demand thy juſt Regard, | 
Renown'd on Earth, and to the Stars preferr'd, { 
To Light and endleſs Life, theirVirtues ſure Reward, J, 
Due Rites perform, and Honours to the Dead, 
To ev'ry wiſe, to ev'ry pious Shade. 
With lowly Duty to thy Parents bow, 
And Grace and Favour to thy Kindred ſhow : 
For what concerns the re{t of Human Kind, | þ 


Chooſe out the Man to Virtue beſt inclin'd ; | 
Him to thy Arms receive, him to thy Boſom bind: 
Poſſeſt of ſuch a Friend, preſerve him till ; 
Nor thwart-his Counſels with thy ſtubborn Will; 
Pliant to all his Admonitions prove, 
And yield to all his Offices of Love: 
Him from thy Heart, ſo true, ſo juſtly dear, 
Let no raſh Word nor light Offences tear. 
Bear all thou canſt, ſtill with his Failings ſtrive, 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive; 
For ſtrong Neceflity alone explores 
The ſecret Vigour of our latent Pow'rs, 
Rouſes and urges on the lazy Heart, 
Force, to itſelf unknown before; texert. 
By Uſe thy ſtronger Appetites aſſwage, 
Thy Gluttony, thy Sloth, thy Luft, thy Rage: 
From each diſhoneſt Act of Shame forbear ; 
Of others, and thylelf, alike beware. 
Let Rev rence of thyſelf thy Thoughts controul, 
And guard the ſacred Temple of thy Soul: 
Let Juice o'er thy Word and Deed preſide, 
And Reaſon ev'n thy.meaneft Actions guide; 
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For know that Death is Man's appointed Doom, | 
Know, that the Day of great Account will come, 
When thy paſt Life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, 2 a 


Each Word, each Deed, be in the Balance laid, 
; And all the Good, and all the Ill moſt juſtly-be repaid. 
| For Wealth, the periſhing, uncertain Good, 
5 Ebbing and flowing like the fickle Flood, 
; That know no ſure, no fix'd abiding Place, 
N Hut wandring, loves from Hand to Hand to paſs; 
; Revolve the Getter's Joy, and Loſer's Pain, 
ö And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 
Of all thoſe Sorrows that attend Mankind, 
With Patience bear the Lot to thee aſlign'd ; 
Nor think it Chance, nor murmur at the Load; 
For know what Man calls Fortune is from God, 


= In what thou may'ſt from Wiſdom ſeek Relief, 
£ And let her healing Hand aſſwage thy Grief ; 

2 Vet ſtill whate'er the righteous Doom ordains, 
b What Cauſe ſoever multiplies thy Pains, 

Let not thoſe Pains as Ills be underſtood, 


For Ged delights not to afflit the Good. 
The reas'ning Art, to various Ends apply'd, 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring Guide. 
Thy Judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 
Nor lightly from thy Reſolution ſwerve; 
The dazling Pomp of Words does oft deceive, 
And ſweet Perſuaſion wins the eaſy to believe. 
When Fools and Liars, labour to perſuade, 
Be dumb, and let the Bablers vainly plead. 
This, above all, this Precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern; 
Let not Example, let no ſoothing Tongue, ö 


Prevail upon thee with a Siren's Song, 
To do thy Soul's immortal Eſſence wrong. 
Of Good and IIl by Words or Deeds expreſt, 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt. 
Let wary Thought each Enterprize forerun, 
And ponder on thy Taſk before begun, 
Left Folly ſhou'd the wretched Work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs Labours with Diſgrace. 
Fools huddle on, and always are in Haſte, 
Act without Thought, and thoughtleſs Words they 
waſte. | But 
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But thou, in all thou doſt, with early Cares, 
Strive to prevent, at firſt, a Fate like theirs ; 
That Sorrow on the End may never wait, 
Nor ſharp Repentance make thee wiſe too late. 
Beware thy meddling Hand in aught to try, 
That does beyond thy Reach of Knowledge lie ; 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious Thought 
To ſearch the profitable Knowledge out. | | 
So Joys on Joys for ever ſhall increaſe, | 
Wiidom ſhall crown thy Labours, and ſhall bleſs 1 
Thy Life with Pleaſure, and thy End with Peace. 
Nor let the Body want its Part, but ſhare 
A juſt Proportion of thy tender Care: 
For Health and Welfare prudently provide, 
And let its lawful Wants be all ſupply'd. 
Let ſober Draughts refreſh, and wholeſome Fare 
Decaying Nature's waited Force repair ; 0 
And ſprightly Exerciſe the duller Spirits chear. 
In all Things ſtill which to this Care —_ 
Obſerve this Rule, to guard thy Soul from Wrong. 
By virtuous Ule thy Li.e and Manners frame, 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from Blame. 
Provoke not Envy's deadly Rage, but fly 
The glancing Curſe of her malicious Eye. 
Seek not in needleſs Luxury to waſte | 
Thy Wealth ans Subſtance with a Spendthrift's Haſte. 
Yet wife, fps be watchful, left thy Mind, 0 


Prone to Extremes, an equal Danger find, 

And be to ſordid Avarice inclin'd. 

Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, 

But ever keep the happy GoLnen Mean. 
Be careful ſtill to guard thy Soul from Wrong, 

And let thy Thought prevent thy Hand and Tongue. 
Let not the ſtealing God of Sleep ſurpriſe, 

Nor creep in Slumbers on thy weary Eyes, 

Ere ev'ry Action of the former Day, $ 

Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 

With Rev'rence at thy own Tribunal ſtand, 

And anſwer juſtly to thy own Demand. 

Where have I been? In what have I tranſgreſs'd? 

What Good or Ul has this Day's Life expreſs'd ? 
A 3 | Where 
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6 Dom- en ſeveral Occaſſour. 


Where have I faiPd in w hat I ought to do 
In what to God, to Man, or to myſelf I owe? _ 
Inquire ſeyere whateꝰer from firſt to laſt, 

From Morning's Dawn, 'till Ew ning's Gloom has paſt 
If Evil were thy Deeds, repenting mourn, 

And let thy Soul with ſtrong Remorſe be torn. 

If Good, the Good with Peace of Mind repay, 

And to thy ſecret Self with Pleaſure ſay, 

Rejoice, my Heart, for all went well To-day. 

'Theſe Thoughts, and chiefly theſe, thy Mind mould 
Employ thy Study and engage thy Love [ move, 
Theſe are the Rules which will to Virtue lead, 

And teach thy Feet her heav'nly Paths to tread. | 
This by his Name ] ſwear, whoſe ſacred Lore > 
Firſt to Mankind explain'd the Myſtic FOUR, | 


Source of Eternal Nature and Almighty Pow'r. 


And to the Gods thy Labours firft commend: [End. 
From them implore Succeſs, and hope a proſp'rous 
So ſhall thy abler Mind be taught to ſoar, 

And Wiſdom 1n her ſecret Ways explore ; 

To range through Heav'n above and Earth below, 
Immortal Gods, and mortal Men to know. 

So ſhalt thou learn what Pow'r does all controul, 
What bounds the Parts, and what unites the whole: 
And rightly judge, in all this wond'rous F , | 
How univerſal Nature is the ſame ; 

So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain Affections place, 

On Hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. 


In all thou doſt, firſt let thy Prayers aſcend, 


Man, wretched Man, thou ſhalt be taught to- know, | 


Who bears within himſelf the inborn Cauſe of Vas 
Unhappy Race! that never yet could tell, 

How near their Good and Happineſs they dwell. 
Depriv'd of Senſe, they neither hear nor ſee ; 

Fetter'd in Vice, they ſeek not to be free, 

But ſtupid, to their own fad Fate agree: oF 
Like pond'rous Rolling-ftones, oppreſs d with Ill, ) 
The Weight that loads em makes em roll on ſtil, 
Bereft of Choice, and Freedom of the Will. 

For native Strife in ev'ry Boſom reigns, 

And ſecretly an impious War maintains: 

Provoke not This, but let the Combat ceaſe, 


And ev'ry yielding Paſſion ſue for Peace. Wouldf: 


e 
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Wouldft thou, great Fove, thou Father of Man- 
Reveal the Demos; for that Taſk aſſign d, l kind, 
The wretched Race an End of Woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O Man, diyine thou art, 
And of the Gods celeſtial Eſſence Part. 
Nor ſacred Nature is from thee conceal'd, 
But to thy Race her myſtic Rules reveald. 
Theſe, if to know, thou happily attain, 
Soon ſhalt taou perfect be in all that I ordain. 


Thy wounded Soul to Health thou ſhalt reſtore, 


And free from ev'ry Pain ſhe felt before. 
Abſtain, I warn, from Meats unclean and foul, 


So keep thy Body. pure, ſo free thy Soul ; , 
So rightly judge; thy Reaſon, ſo maintain; | 
Reaſon, which Heaven. did for thy Guide ordain, ' | 
Let that beſt Reaſon ever hold the Rein. 


Then if this mortal Body thou forſake, 
And thy glad Flight to the pure Æthber take, 
Among the Gods, exalted, ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, Incorruptible, Divine: | 
The Tyrant Death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark Dominion of the Grave. 
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On the Late GkORIOUVUS SUCCESSES of Her 


MA EST T's Arms. 
Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Rt. Hon. the Lo RD TREASURER. 


HILE Kings and Nations on thy Counſels wait, 
And ANNA truſts to thee the Britiſb State; 

While Fame, to, thee, from every foreign Coaſt, 

Flies with the News of Empires won and loſt ; 

Relates whate'er her buſy Eyes bebeld, 


And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field; 


While with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 

To hail the Labours of thy God-like Friend 

Vouchſafe the Muſe's hymbler Joy to hear ; 

For ſacred Numbers ſhall be ſtill thy Care; 

Tho' mean the Verſe, tho' lowly be the Strain, 

Tho'leaſt regarded he the 1 of all the Wann. 
4 4 et 
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Yet riſe, neglected Nymph, avow thy Flame, 
Aſſert th' inſpiring God, and greatly aim 
To make thy numbers equal to thy Theme. 


From Heav'n derive thy Verſe; to Heav'n belong 
The Counſels of the Wiſe, and Battles of the Stron 


To Heav'n, the royal ANNA owes, alone, 


The Virtnes which adorn and guard her Throne; 


Thence is her Juſtice, Wretches to redreſs, 
Thence is her Mercy and her Love of Peace; 
Thence is her Pow'r, her Scepter uncontrol'd, 
To bend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold; 
Her peaceſul Arts, fierce Factions to aſſwage, 
To heal their Breaches, and to ſooth their * ; 
Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 
In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides; 

Thence 1s ſhe taught her ſhining Court to grace, 
And fix the Worthieſt in the worthieſt Place, 


Jo truft at home GopoLPHIx's watchful Care, 
And ſend victorious CHURCHILL forth to War. 


Ariſe, ye Nations, reſcu'd by her Sword, 
Freed from the Bondage of a foreign Lord; 
Arite, and join the Heroine to bleſs, - 
Belhold ſhe ſends to fave you from Diſtreſs; 
Rich 1s the royal Bounty ſhe beitows, 

"Tis Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes, 
And thou, 7beria / rous'd at length, diſdain 
To wear inſlav'd the Gallic Tyrant's Chain. 
For fee! the Hritiſb Genius comes, to chear 
Thy fainting Sons, and kindle em to War, 


With her own glorious Fires their Souls ſhe warms, 


And bids 'em burn for Liberty and Arms. 
Unhappy Land! the Foremoſt once in Fame, 
Qnce litting to the Stars thy noble Name, 

In Arts excelling, and in Arms ſevere, 

The weitern Kingdoms Envy and their Fear. 


Where is thy Pride, thy confcious Honour, flown, 
Thy ancient Valour, and thy firſt Renown ? 


How art thou ſunk among the Nations now ! 


How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bow, 
And drop the Warrior's Wreath inglorious from thy 


Brow! . 
Not thus of old her valiant Fathers bore 


The Bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 
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But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield, . 
And prov'd their Might in many a well-fought Field; 
Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy'd their Croſs in Mooriſh Blood: 


Then in heroic Arms their Knights excell'd, 
The Tyrant then and Giant then they quell'd. 


Then ev'ry nobler Thought their Minds did move, 
And thoſe who fought for Freedom ſigh'd for Love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames united live, 
At once they languiſh, and at once revive ; 
Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 
But Bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. 
Nor frown, ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue; 
Tho? we diſdain that Man ſhould Man ſubdue, | 
Yet all the free-born Race are Slaves alike to you. 

Yet once, again that Glory to reſtore, 


The Britons ſeek the Celtiberian Shore. 


With ecchoing Peals, at ANNA's high Command, 
Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowſy Land; 
High at their Head, Iberia's promis'd Lord, 

Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword; 
His youthful Veins, with Hopes of Empire ow 
Swell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe: 
With Joy he reads, in ev'ry Warriors Face, 
Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs; 
Then leaps, exulting, on the hoſtile Strand, 
And thinks the deſtin'd Scepter in his Hand. 
Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name, 


Proud Barcelona owns his Juſter Claim, 


With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, 
And, Pledge of future Crowns, the mural Wreath be- 


But ſoon, the Equal of his youthful Years, [ftows, 


Philip of Bourbon's haughty Line, appears; 

Like Hopes attend his Firth, like Glories grace, 

(If Glory can be in a Tyrant's Race) | 

In Numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 

But nearer draws the black impending War; 

He views his Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town, 

And dooms to certain Death, the Rival of his Crown. 
Now Fame and Empire, all the nobler Spoils 


That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 
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Plac'd in their View, alike their Hopes engage, 

And fire their Breaſts with more than mortal Rage: 

Not lawleſs Love, not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, 7 

So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, : 

As when Ambition prompts the Great to War; 

As youthful Kings, when ſtriving for Renown, [Crown. 

They prove their Might in Arms, and combat for 2 
Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubtful long, 

Betwixt the Chiefs ſuſpended Conqueſt hung; 

Till forc'd at length, diſdaining much, to yield, 

Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Field. 

Numbers and Fortune o'er his Right prevail, "= 

And ev'n the Britiſh Valour ſeems to fail; 

And yet they fail'd not all. In that Extreme, 

Conſcious of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame, 


Above Diitreſs, unconquer'd by Deſpair, 
Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 
But lo! When ev'ry better Hope was paſt, 
When ev'ry Day of Danger feem'd their laſt, 
Far on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, 
Where a proud Navy plows its wat'ry Way. = 
Nor long they doubted, but with Joy defcry, J 


They vow the youthful Monarch's Fate to ſhare, þ ” 


Upon the Chief's tall Top-maſts waving high, 
The Britiſh Croſs and helgic Lion fly. 

Loud with tamultuons Clamour, loud they rear 
Their Cries of Ecſtaſy, and rend the Air, 
In Peals on Peals, the Shouts triumphal riſe, 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro” the ſpacious Skies; 


The Walls, the Rocks, the Shores repel. the Sound, 
Ring with the deat'ning Shock, and thunder all around.] 


While from below, old Ocean groans profound, 5 


Who by the fierce Rutilian's Siege diftreſs'd,. 
Were by the Tyrrhene Aid at length rekagd ;. 
When young Aſcanius, then in Arms firſt try'd, 
Numbers and ev'ry other Want ſupply'd, 
And haughty Turnus from his Walls defy'd ;- 
Sav'd in the Town an Empire yet to come, 
And fix'd the Fate of his imperial Rome. 
But Oh! what Verſe, what Numbers ſhall reveal 


Such was the Joy the Trojan Youth expreſs'd,. c 


Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſh'd fell 
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Who ſhall ro Philip's Shame impart, | 
And tell the Anguiſh of his lab'ring Heart! 
What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs, 
The blended Paſſions ſtriving in his Face! 
Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe, [Curlſe. 
With Thoughts of Glory paſt, the Lofer's greateſt 
Fatal Ambition! ſay what wondrous Charms 
Delude Mankind to toil for thee 1a Arms : | 
When all thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battle won, 
The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a Crown, 
When all War gives, when all the great can gain, 
Ev'n thy whole Pleaſure, pays not half thy Pain. 
All hail! ye ſofter, happier Arts of Peace, 
Secur'd from Harms, and bleſt with learned Eaſe; 
In Battles, Blood, and Perils hard, unſkill'd, | 
Which haunt the Warrior, in the fatal Field 
But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe! my Verſe wou'd raiſe, 
And to thy own ſoft Numbers tune thy Praiſe; 
Happy the Youth inſpir'd, beneath thy Shade, 
Thy verdant, ever-living Laurels laid! | | 
There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no Pains ny know, F 
But thoſe which from thy ſacred Raptures flow, 5 
Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy Groves beſtow. J 
Me, Ny mph Divine! nor ſcorn my humble Pray'r, 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, | 
Doom'd to a gentler, tho more lowly, Fate. 
Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great; | 
Me, to thy peaceful Haunts, inglorious bring, 2 
Where ſecret thy celeſtial Siſters ſing, | | 
Paſt by their ſacred Hill, and ſweet Caftalian Spring. J 
But nobler Thoughts the Victor Prince employ, 
And raiſe his Heart with high-triumphant Joy ;. 
From hence a better Courſe of Time rolls on, 
And whiter Days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 
From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to date 
The rifing Glories of his future State: — | 
From hence! — But Oh! too. ſoon the Hero mourns 
His Hopes deceiv'd, and War's inconſtant Turns. 
In vain, his echoing Trumpets loud Alarms 
Provoke the cold [berian Lords to Arms; 
Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, 
In: ſullen. Sloth. ſupinely ꝑroud. they fate ;, 
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Or to be Slaves, or Free, alike prepar's; 


And truſting Heav'n was bound to be their Guard ; 


Untouch'd with Shame, the noble Strife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay'd to ſtruggle to the Field; 

But ſought, in the cold Shade and rural Seat, 
An unmoleſted Eaſe and calm Retreat: 

Saw each contending Prince's Arms advance, 
Then with a lazy dull Indifference, 


Turn'd to their Reſt and left the World to Chance. 0 


So when commanded by the Wife of Jowe, 
Thaumantian Iris left the Realms above, 

And ſwift deſcending on her painted Bow, 
Sought the dull God of Sleep in Shades below; 


Nodding and flow, his drowty Head he rear'd, 


And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard; 


*Fhen with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 
And funk to his firſt Sloth and Indolence again. 


But oh, my Muſe! th' ungrateful Toil foriake, 


Some Taſk more pleafing to thy Numbers take, 


Nor chooſe, in melancholy Strains, to tell 


Each-harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 


Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, 


Where MaxLBoroucn's heroic Arms. invite, 


Where higheſt Deeds the Poet's Breaft inſpire 


With Rage divine, and Fan the ſacred Fire. 
See! where at once, Ramillia's noble Field 


Ten thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 


See! where at once, the dreadful Objects riſe, 
At once they ſpread before my wond'ring Eyes, 
And ſhock wy lab'ring Soul with vaſt Surprize ; 
At once the wide-extended Battles move, 
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At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 
The Roar aſcends promiſcuous ; Groans and Cries, 
The Drums, the Cannons' Burſt, the Shout, ſupplies, 


One univerſal Anarchy of Noiſe. 


One Din confus'd, Sound mixt and loſt in Sound, 


Echoes to all the frighted Cities round. 
Thick Duſt and Smoke in wavy Clouds ariſe, 


Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies; 
While flaſhing Flames like Light'ning dart between, 


And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene. 


Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, 
Hate, Fury, and inſatiate Slaughter roam; 
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Diſcord with pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads, 
And laughing, wraps her in her tatter'd Weeds; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her Car, 
Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 

And with new Rage revives the fainting War. 
So when to Currents rapid in their Courſe, 
Ruſh to a point and meet with equal Force, 


Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fly, 
And riſing cloud the Air with miſty Spry ; 


The angry Billows rear their Heads on high, 5 


The raging Flood is heard from far to roar, 


oh liſtning Shepherds on the diſtant Shore, 

hile much they fear, what I1ls it ſhould portend, 

And wonder why the watry Gods contend. | 
High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike Chief, 

Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Life, 

Is ſeen to preſs where 5 

Where the War bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 

He flies, and drives, confus'd, the fainting Gaul. 

Like Heat diffus'd his great Example warms, 

And animates the Social Warrior's Arms, 

Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 

Makes the Young Heroes, and renews the Old. 

In Forms divine, around him watchful wait, 


The Guardian Genii of the Britiſb State 


Juſtice and Truth his Steps unerring guide, 

And faithful Loyalty defends his Side 

Prudence and Fortitude their MARLBRO' guard, 

And pleaſing Liberty his Labours chear'd ; 

But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there, | 

The Union Croſs his Silver Shield did bear, Y 

And in his decent Hand he ſhook a warlike Spear. 

While Victory celeſtial, ſoars above, 

Plum'd like the E:gle of imperial Fowe, 

Hangs o'er the Chief, whom ſhe delights to blefs, 

And ever arms his Sword with ſure Succeſs, 

Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deſtroy, 

Then waves her Palm, and claps her Wings for Joy, 

Such was young Ammon on Arbela's Plain, | 

Or ſuch. the * Painter did the Hero feign, 
* Le Brun. 


Where 


eath and Dangers call, : 
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With graceful Ardor, and majeſtic Pride, [Side. 
With all the Gods of Greece, and Fortune on his 
Nor long, Baveria's haughty Prince, in vain, 

Labours the Fight, unequal, ro maintain: 
He ſees tis doom'd his fatal Friend the Gaul 

hall thare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall; 
Flies from the Foe too oft in Battle try'd, 
And Heav'n contending on the Victor's Side 
'Then mourns his raſh Ambition's Crime too late, 
And yields reluQant to the Force of Fate. 
So when Zneas, thro' Night's gloomy Shade, 0 


Where ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, C 


The dreadtul Forms of hoſtile Gods ſurvey'd, 

Hopeleſs he left the burning Town and fled: 

Saw *twas in vain to prop declining Trey, 

Or ſave what Heay'n had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 
What vaſt Reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 

To him who fav'd thee on this glorious Day 

Bleſs him, ye grateful Nations, where he goes, 


And heap the Victor's Laurel on his Brows. i 
In ev'ry Land, tn ev'ry City freed; | 
Let the proud Column rear its Marble Head, 
To MaxiBorouen and Liberty decreed | 


Rich with his Wars triumphal Arches raiſe, 

To teach your wond'ring Sons the Hero's Praiſe ; 
To him your ſkilful Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, 
For him the tuneful Voice be taught to ſing, 


The breathing Pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall ſound the trem- (*_ 


bling String. : 

Oh happy thou where Peace for ever ſmiles, 
Britannia ! nobleſt of the Ocean's Ifles, 
Fair Queen! who doſt amidſt thy Waters reign,, 
And ftretch thy Empire o'er the fartheſt Main: 
What Tranſports in thy Parent Boſom roll'd,. 
When Fame at firſt the pleafing Story told!. 
How didft thou lift thy tow'ry Front on high! 
Not meanly conſcious of a Mother's Joy, J 
Proud of thy Son as Crete was of her ohe, prove, ( 


How wert thou pleas'd, Heay'n did thy Choice ap- 


And fixt Succeis where thou hadſt fixt thy Love! 
How with Regret his Abſence didſt thou mourn l. 
How with Impatience wait his wiſht. Return! 
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How were the Winds accus'd for his Delay! 
How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule the Sea, ( 
And charge the Nereid Nymphs to waft him on his 
Wap! ©: | | | 
'At 1 he comes, he ceaſes from his Toil, 
Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil; 
To Britain and his Queen for ever dear, 
He comes, their Jay and grateful Thanks to ſhare; 
Lowly he kneels Before the Royal Seat, | 
And lays his proudeſt Wreaths at ANN#'s Feet. 
While form'd alike for Labours or for Eaſe, 
In Camps to thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, | 5 
Britain's bright Nymphs make MaRLBORNO REH their 
In all his ew, 66s all his Triumphs ſhare. [Care, 
Conqu'ring he lends the well-pleas'd Fair new Grace, 
And adds freſh Luſtre to each beauteous Face; 
Britain preſerv'd by his victorious Arms, | 
With wond'rous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms, (| 
Lightens in all their Eyes, and doubles all their {' 
Charms. / WOE 
Ev'n his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store * 
So rich, ſſre ſeem'd incapable of more, >. 
Now ſhines with Graces never known before; 5 
Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 
And each ſoft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn; 
New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes, 
And on her blooming Cheeks freſh Rofes riſe; 
The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hue, © 
And ſeems to touch the 'fjnifh'd Piece anew, * | 
Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had: giv'n,, | 
And mends the fairet Workmanſhip of Heav'n. | 
Nor Joy like this in Counts is only found, 
But ſpreads to all the grateful People round; 
Laborious Hinds inur d to rural Foil, 
To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 
In homely Guife their heneſt Hearts expreſs, 
4nd blefs the Warrior who protects the Peace, 
Who keeps the Foe aloof, and drives.afar- 
The dreadfut Ravage of the waſting War. 
No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning Crop, 
Prevents the Harveſt and deludes their pe; 
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No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, | 
Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blaze; 
The Victor's Chain no mournful Captives know, 
Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Fos, . 


The chearful Voice of Mirth is heard to ſound, 
And Plenty doles her various Bounties round, 
The humble Village, and the wealthy Town, 
Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, 
What Heav'n and ANN 4's gentleit Reign afford, 
All is ſecur'd by MaRLBRO's conqu'ring Sword. 
O facred, ever honour'd Name! O thou ! 
That wert our Greateſt William once below! 
What Place ſoc'er thy Virtues now poſſeſs 
Near the bright Source of everlaſting Bliſs, 
Where-e'er exalted to etherial Height, 


But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, [ 


Radiant with Stars, thou tread'ſt the Fields of Light, 


Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n a-while forſake, 
And deign the Britons Triumph ro partake. 


To hear the Fortune of the glorious Fight, 
How fail'd Oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. 
What once below, ſuch fill thy Pleaſures are, 
Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, | 
'Thy great, thy gen'rous, pure, immortal Mind 
Is ever to the public Good inclin d. 


Nor art thou chang d, but till thou ſhalt delight ; 


Is ſtill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. X 
Behold where MARLBOROVOR, thy laſt, beſt Gift, 


At Parting, to thy native Belgia leſt, 
Succeeds to all thy kind paternal Cares 
'Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars ; 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting Hand, 
And in thy Stead protects the Orphan Land; 


Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, | 
Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away a Crown. 
At length thy Pray'r, O pious Prince! is heard, 
Heav'n has at length, in its own Cauſe appear'd, 

At length Ramillia's Field atones for all | 
The faithleſs Breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; 


Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown, f 


With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall ſucceed ; 
Falla are the Proud, and the griev'a World is treed. 
| One 


At length a better Age to Man decreed, _ f 
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One Triumph yet, my Muſe, remains behind, 
Another Vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 
On Lombard Plains, beyond his Alpine Hills, 
Louis the Force of hoſtile Britain feels: 
Swift to her Friends diſtreſs'd her Succours fly, 
And diſtant Wars her wealthy Sons ſupply : 
From ſlow unactive Courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a Name to ev'ry Briton dear, 
By tedious languiſhing Delays is held 
| Repining, and impatient, from the Field: 
While factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, 
And lazy Prieſts whole Provinces poſſeſs, 

Of unregarded Wants the Brave complain, 
And the ſtarv'd Soldier ſues for Bread in vain ; 
At once with generous Indignation warm, 
Britain the Treaſure ſends, and bids the Hero arm, 
Straight eager to the Field, he ſpeeds away, 
There vows the Victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 
The Spoils of Calcinato's fatal Day : 
Chear'd by the Preſence of the Chief they love, 
Once more their Fate the Warriors long to prove 
Reviv'd, each Soldier lifts his drooping Head, 
Forgets his Wounds, and calls him on to lead; 
Again their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 
Stretch their broad Wings, and fan the Latian Air; 
Greedy for Battle and the Prey they call, 
And point great Eugene's Thunder on the Gaul. 
The Chief commands, and ſoon in dread Array 
Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way ; 
With hardy Marches and ſucceſsful Haſte, | 
Oer ev'ry Barrier fortunate they paſs'd, 
Which Nature or the ſkilful Foe had plac'd, 
The Foe in vain with Gallic Arts attends, 
To mark which/Way the wary Leader bends, 
Vainly in War's myſterious Rules is wiſe, | 
Lurks where tall Woods and thickeſt Coverts riſe, 
And meanly hopes a Conqueſt from Surprize. 
Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around 'em beats, 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats ;' 
Now fix'd to wait the coming Force, he ſeems, 
Secur'd by ſteepy Banks and rapid Streams ; | 
| While 
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While River-Gods in vain exhauſt their Store, 
From plenteous Urns the guſhing Forrents pour, 
Riſe o'er their utmoft Margins to the Plain, 

And ſtrive to ſtay the Warrior's Haſte in vain ; 
Alike they paſs the Plain and clofer Wood. 
Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Flood, 


Unſhaken tilt purſue their ſtedfaſt Courſe, force. 
And where they want their Way, they find it or they 
But anxious Thoughts Sawoy's Great Prince infeſt, 


And roll ill-boding in his careful Breaſt ; 
Oft he revolves the Ruins of the Great, 
And fadly thinks on loſt Bawaria's Fate, 
The hapleſs Mark of Fortune's cruel Sport, 
An Exile, meanly forc'd to beg Support 
From the ſlow Bounties of a Foreign Court. 
Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laſt Retreat, 
His Glory once, and Empire's ancient Seat; 
He ſees from far where wide Deſtructions ſpread, 
And fiery Show'rs the goodly Town invade, 
Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd State, 
And curſe the unrelenting Fyrant's Hate. 

But great Eugene prevents his ev'ry Fear, 
He had retolv'd it, and he would be there; 
Not Danger, Toil, the tedious weary Way, 
Nor all the Gallic Pow'rs his promis'd Aid delay. 
Like Truth itſel', unknowing how to fail, 
He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail. 
Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, 
Bound by the Law of Fowe's eternal Year ; 
Thus conſtant to his Courſe ſet: out at Morn, 
Round the wide World in twicet welve Hours is born, 
And to a Moment keeps his fix'd Return. 


Straight to the Town the Heroes turn their Care,) 


Their triendly Succour for the Brave prepare, 
And on the Foe united bend the War. | 


Oer the ſteep Trench and Ramparts guarded Height, 


At once they ruſh and drive the rapid Fight; 
With idle Arms the Ga/lic Legions ſeem 

To ſtem the Rage of the reſiſtleſs Stream ; 

At once it bears 'em down, at once they yield, 


. Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the Field; 


Reſiſtance: 
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Reſiſtance ceaſes, and 'tis. War no more, 
At once the Vanquiſſ'd own the Victor's Pow'r ; 
Throughout the Field, where-e'er they turn their Sight; 
Tis all, or Conqueſt, or inglorious Flight, 
Swift to their re{cu'd Friends their Joys. they bear, 
With Life and Liberty at once they 1 
And fave em in the Moment of: Deſpair. 

So timely to the Aid of ſinking Nome, 
With active Haſte did great Camillus come: | 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his Way, \ 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey, 
And fay'd his Country in one fignal Day. 

From impious Arms, at length, O Louis ceaſe ! 
And leave, at length, the lab'ring World in Peace, 
Leſt Heay'n diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal Scene, 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin; 
Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy.Scepter torn, 
And humbled in the Duſt thy Loſſes mourn: 
Leſt urg'd, at length, thy own repining Slave, 7 
Tho' fond of Burdens, and in Bondage brave, 
Purſue thy hoary Head with Cuiſes. to the Grave. 


— _ 
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ErILO Gu to the Inconſtant : Or, The Way te win 
him, A Comedy. By Mr. Farquhar. As it was 
acled at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 1703. 
" Spoken by Mr: Wruzs. ' | 
FW. FerTener's great Original“, To-day 
We took the Hint of this our ', adern Play: 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ſtrove to paint, 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free Gallant: 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, ; 
With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
With little Truth, but with a world of Love. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning Slumbers wait, 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, 
When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know 
not yet. þ 
Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may | 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way ; 


* See The Wild-Gooſe Chace, Let 
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Let ViLLEroy's Misfortune make you wiſe, _ 

There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprizes _ 
Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, | 
Prince EuGene found an Aquedud# below. 

With eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, - 

A preſling Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs: - 

Whilſt the Reſpectful, like the Greek, fits down, 

And waſtes a Ten Year's Siege before One Town. 
For her own ſake, let no fortaken Maid, 8 

Our Wanderer, for want of Love, upbraid; 


Since 'tis a Secret, none ſhou'd e'er confeſs, 


That they have loſt the happy Power to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpe& the Rogue inclin'd to break, 


Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week; : 


As Princes, when the reſty Stateſmen doubt, 

Before they can ſurrender, turn em out. 

Whate'er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 

As much, ev'n for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the good Man, for Marriage Rites defign'd, | 
With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 

Turn over ev'ry Page of Womankind; _ 

Mark ev'ry Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 

And when he knows the worſt on't, —let him marry. 


_— 


PRoLOGUE fo the Gameſter: A Comedy. By Mrs. 


Centlivre. As it was ated at the new Theatre in 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields, 1704. 


Spoken by Mr. BETTRERZRTo . 


Tf humble Wives, that drag the Marriage-Chain, 


With curſed, dogged Huſbands, may complain; 
If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by you, 
They may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſue. 


Know, we reſolye to make the Caſe our own, | 
Between the Plaintiff Stage, and the Defendant Town, 


When firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, 
And n our Intereſt did eſpouſe, 

You kept us fine, careſs'd, and lodg'd us here, 
And Honey-Moon held out above three Year ; 


At length, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom laſt, _. 
Frequent Enjoyment pall'd- your ſprightly Taſte ; - 4 


2er ere 
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And tho), at firſt, you did not quite neglect, 
We found your Love was dwindled to Reſpect. 


Sometimes, indeed, as in your Way it fell, 
You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 
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Now, quite eltrang'd, this wretched Place you ſhun, 


Like bad Wine, Bus'neſs, Duels, and a Dun. 


Have we, for this, increas'd Apollo's Race? 


Been often pregnant with your Wits Embrace ? 
And borne you many chopping Babes of Grace ? 
Some ugly Toads we had, and that's the Curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that they far'd the worſe ; 
For this To-night, we are not much in Pain, 
Look on't, and if you like it, entertain : 

If all the Midwife ſays of it be true, 

There are ſome Features too like ſome of you: 
For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 

We mean to run away, and let the Parith take it. 


„ 3 — 
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| EPILOGUE, ſpoken by Mrs. Barry, at the Theatre- 


— 


Royal in Drury-Lane, April tbe 7th, 1709, at ber 
playing in Love for Love with Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


for the Benefit of Mr. Betterton. 


A S ſome brave Knight, who once with Spear 
Shield. | 9 
Had ſought.Renown in many a well-fought Field; 
But now no more with ſacred Fame inſpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful Hermitage retir d: 
There, if by Chance, diſaſt rous Tales he hears, 
Of Matrons Wrongs, and captive Virgins Tears, 
He feels ſoft Pity urge his gen'rous Breaſt, 
And vows once more to ſuccour the Diſtreſs d. 
Buckl'd in Mail, he ſallies on the Plain, 
And turns him to the Fates of Arms again. 
So we, to former Leagues of Friendſbip true, 


Have bid, once more, our peaceful Homes adieu, 


To aid o Thomas, and to pleaſure you. 


Like errant Damſels, boldly we engage, 


Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs Stage. 
Time was, when this good Man no Help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any She ſhould hold his Back! 


and 


But 
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Be true to Merit, and 
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But now, ſo Age and Frailty have ordain'd, 
By Two, at once, he's 10rc'd to be ſuſtaind: | 
You ſee what failing Nature brings Man to; F 
And yet, let none inſult, for aught we know, 5 
She nray not wear fo well with fome of you: 
Tho' old, you find, his Strength is not clean paſt, 
But true as Steel, he's Mettle to the laſt. | 
If better he perform'd in Days of Yore, 
Yet now he gives you all that's in his Pow'r ; 
What can the youngeſt of you all do more? 

What he has been, tho' preſent Praiſe be dumb, 
Shall haply be a Theme in Times to come, 
As now we talk of Ros clus, and of Rome. 
Had you withheld-your Favours on this Night, 
Old SHaxesPEAR's Ghoſt had ris'n to do him Right. 
With Indignation, had you ſeen him frown, | 


Upon a worthleſs, witleſs, taſteleſs Town; 


Why are the Muſes Labours caſt away ? 
Why did I write what only he could play? 
But ſince, like Friends to Wit, thus throng'd you meet; 
Go on, and make the ee. Work compleat; 
ill own his Cauſe, | 
Find ſomething for him more than bare Applauſe; 
In juſt Remembrance of your Pleaſures patt, 


Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, ö 


Be kind, and give him a Diſcharge at laſt; 
In Peace and Eaſe, Life's Remnant let him wear, 


And hang his conſecrated Buſkin + there. 


* 5 pa * 


— — „ - — 2 


E?1L0GUE to the Cruel Gift: A Tragedy. By Mrs. 
Centlivre. . As it wat acted at the Theatre-Royal 
in Drury-Lane, 1717. 

Spoken by Mrs. OLDrIEIp. 
XT.ELL;—'twas a narrow Scape my Lower made, 
| That Cup and Meſſage — I was ſore afraid 

Was that a Preſent for a new- made MWidoav, 


All in her diſmal Dumps, like doleful Dido? 


When 


* Mrs. Barry and Mrs. Bracegirdle claſp him round the 
Muſte. + Pointing to the Top of the Stage. | 


1 


, 


2 
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When one peep'd in — and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was — Oh! Gad] a naſty Heart and Bload,* 
If the old Man had Thew'd himſelf a Father, 


His Bowl ſhould have inclos'd a Cordial rather, 


Something to chear me up amidſt my Trance, 
Lau de Barbade — or comfortable Nants I 
He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, 
And to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the Heart. | 
could have told his Gravity, moreover, J 
Were I our Sex's Secrets to diſcover, þ 
Tis what we never look for in a Lower. 
Let but the Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, 
So he make good the Jeavels and the Jointure, 
To mifs the Heart, does ſeldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, for the Faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt Baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough, brave BRI Tos to be found, 
With Hearts of Oak, ſo much of old renown'd? 
How many worthy Gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to Motber-Church and State ; 
When their falſe Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim King PRE PIN, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the canting Crew eo Soul-Inſurers, 
That Yyhurn-Tribe of Speech-making Non- jurors; 
Who in new-fangled Terms, old Truths explaining, 
Teach hondft Engliſhmen, damn'd Double-Meaning. 

Oh!] would you loſt Integrity reſtore, | 
And boaſt that Faith your plain Fore-Fathers bore ; 
What ſurer Pattern can you hope to find, 
Than that dear PLzpot your Monaxch left behind! 
dee how his Looks, his honeft Heart explain, 5 
And ſpeak the n of his future Reign / 
In his each Feature, Truth, and Candour trace, 
And read #/ain-Deealing, written in his Face. 

| PROLOGUE 


* This Tragedy was founded upon the Story of Segiſ- 


munda and Guiſcardo, one of Boccace's Novels ; wuhere- 


in the Heart of the Lover is ſent by the Father to bis 


Daughter, as-a Preſent. 
+ i. e. Citron. Water and good Brandy. 
t The Prince of Wales then preſent. 
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PRoLOGUE f0 the Non-Juror : A Comedy. By Mr. 
Cibber. As it was adled at the Tbeatre- Royal in 
Drury-Lane, 1718. 0 1 
| Spoken by Mr. Wirks. | 
1 Na Whigs and Tories both be ſafe, 
Nor _ at one another's Coſt to laugh: 


We mean to ſouſe old Satan, and the Pope; 
They've no Relations here, nor Friends, we hope. 


A Tool of theirs, ſupplies the Comic Stage, Py] 
With juſt Materials for Satyric Rage: W. 
Nor think our Colours inay too ſtrongly paint | | ; 
The ſtiff Non- Turing, Separation Saint. _ 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil gy” 
To thoſe who give the Nation to the Devil; | 
Who at our ſureſt, beſt Foundation ſtrike, 5 Did 
And hate our Monarch, and our Church alike; Th 
Our Church — which aw'd with reverential Fear, 0 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. Th 
Long may She theſe her worſt of Foes defy, T x 
And liſt her mitred Head triumphant to the Sky: | * 
While theirs But Satire ſilently diſdains | 
To name, what lives not, but in Madmen's Brains. Th 
Like Bawds, each lurking Paſtor ſeeks the Dark, | WI 


And fears the Juſtice's enquiring Clerk. 

In cloſe Back- rooms his routed Flocks he rallies, 
And reigns the Patriarch of blind Lanes and Allies ; W 
There ſafe, he lets his thund'ring Cenſures fly, T8 
Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our Laws the Lie, 


And excommunicates Three Stories high. 


Why, ſince a Land of Liberty they hate, on” 
Still will they linger in this Free-born State? v q 
Hete, ev'ry ems. freſh, hateful, Objects riſe, | Ty 


2=ace and Proſperity affſict their Eyes; 
Wich Anguiſh, Prince, and People, they ſurvey, 
Their juſt Obedience, and his righteous Sway. 
Ship off, ye Slaves, and ſeek ſome Paſſive Land, 
Where Tyrants after your own Hearts command. 
To your Tranſalpine Maſter's Rule reſort, 
And fill an empty abdicated Court : 

Turn your Poſſeſſions here to ready Rhino, 
Ard buy ye Lands and Lordſhips at Urb:ne. 


HoracCE, 


in 
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Horace, Book II. Ode IV. Imitated. 


The Lord Grifhn to the Earl of Scarſdale. 


| F- : 
O not, moſt fragrant Earl, diſclaim 2 
Thy bright, thy reputable Flame, 
To Bracegirdle, the Brown ; | 
But vublickly eſpouſe the Dame, 1 
And ſay G * Town. | 


Full many Heroes, fierce and keen, 


342% 
: 
as 


With Drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 


Although right good Commanders ; 

Some who with you have Hounſlow ſeen, 

And ſome who've been —— 

Did not baſe Greber's * PEG inflame 

The ſober Earl of Nottingham, 
Of ſober Sire deſcended ? | a 

That careleſs of his Soul and Fame, f 2 

To Play-houſes he nightly came, 
And left Church unde _ 

The Monarch, who of France is hight, 

Who rules the Roſt with matchleſs Might, MN 
Since WILLIAM went to Heaven; 

Loves MainTENoN, his Lady bright, 


Who was but SCARRO 10 Leaving. LY 
Tho' thy Dear's Father kept an Inn e 
At griſly Head of Saracen, | 

For Carriers at Northampton; FT 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler Kin, Fo 12 
Than e'er that Father —_— on. | 
J. 


Of Proffers large her Choice had ſhe, 
Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee, 
Which ſhe with Scorn rejected: 
And can a Nymph fo virtuous be, +. 
Of baſe-born Blood 9 ag 3 * 5 
| | VII. Her 


Signora Franceſco Marguareta de VEpine, an Ita- 


lian $ ong ſtreſs. 
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VII 


Her dimple Cheek, and roguiſh Eye, 


Her ſlender Waſte, and taper Thigh, 
I always thought provoking ; 

But, faith, tho' I talk waggiſhly, 
I mean no more than Joking. 


VIII. 
Then be not jealous, Friend, for why? 


My Lady Marchioneſs is nigh, 


To ſee I ne'er ſhall hurt ye; 
Beſides, you know full well, that I, 
Am turn'd of Five-and-forty. 


The RECONCILEMENT between Jacob Tonſon 
and Mr. Congreve. 


An Imitation of HO RACE, Book III. Ode IX. 


Tonſ. WI ile at my Houſe in Fleet-ftreet once you lay, 


How merrily, dear Sir, 'Time paſs'd away ? 
While I partook your Wine, your Wit, and Mirth, 
1 was the happieſt Creature on God's Yearth®*. 

Cong. While in your early Days of Reputation, 
You for blue Garters had not ſuch a Paſſion; 
While yet you did not ufe (as now your Trade 1s) 
To drink with noble Lords, and toaſt their Ladies; 
Thou, JA coßg Towson, wert, to my conceiving, 


The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt, Fellow living. 


Tonſ. Pm in with Captain VAN BRU at the preſent, 
A moſt faveet-natur'd Gentleman, and pleaſant; 


He writes your Comedies, draws Schemes, and Models: 


And builds Dukes Houſes upon very odd Hills: 
For him, ſo much I dote on him, that I, 
If I was ſure to go to Heaven, would die. 
Cong. TemyrLE f and DaLavaL are now my Party, 
Men that are tam Mercuria, both quam Marte; 
And tho' for them I ſhall ſcarce go to Heaven, 


Vet I can drink with them fix Nights in ſeven. 
Tonſ. What if from Van's dear Arms I ſhould retire, 


And once more warm my I Bunnians at your Fire; 


* Tonſon (Sen.) his Dialect. + Sir Richard Tem- 


ple, now Lord Cobham. f Jacos's Term for his Corns. 


2 


it, 


Tell me, dear 
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If I to Bow-/treet ſhould invite you home, 
And ſet a Bed up in my Dining-Room, 

Me. Concreve, would you come? 3 
Cong. Tho! the gay Sailor, and the gentle Knight, 

Were ten times more my Joy and Heart's Delight ; 
Tho' civil Perſons they, you ruder were, 
And had more Humours than a Dancing-Bear ; 
Yet, for your ſake, Pd bid 'em both adieu, 
And live and die, dear Cos, with only you. 


Ho RACE, Book III. Ode XXI. 
To his CAs K. 


I. 
H IL, gentle Cask, whoſe venerable Head, 
With hoary Down and ancient Duſt o erſpread, 
Proclaims, that ſince the Vine firſt brought Thee forth, 
Old Age has added to thy Worth. 15 
Whether the ſprightly Juice thou doſt contain, 
Thy Vot'ries will to Wit and Love, 
Or ſenſeleſs Noiſe and Lewdneſs move, 
Or Sleep, the Cure of mou and ev'ry other Pain. 
| II. ; | 
Since to ſome Day, propitious and great, 


Juſtly, at firſt, thou was deſign'd by Fate; 


This Day, the happieſt of thy many Years, 
With thee I will forget my Cares: 

To my Coxvinus' Health, thou ſhalt go round, 
(Since thou art ripen'd for to Day, | | 
And longer Age would bring Decay) [drown'd. 

Till ev'ry anx'ous Thought in the rich Stream be 

| . ; 

To thee, my Friend, his Roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 

And So cxATEs himſelf awhile forget. 

Thus when old Caro would ſometimes unbend 
The rugged Stiffneſs of his Mind, 

Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff'd his Bowl, 

His frozen Virtue felt the Charm, | 
And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, [Soul. 


And bleſs'd the ſprightly Pow'r that chear'd his gloomy 


B 2 IV. With 
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4 5 
With kind Conſtraint, IIl- nature thou doſt bend, 
And mould the ſnarling Cynic to a Friend. - 


Finds all he knows ſumm'd up in thee, [free. 
And by thy Pow'r unlock'd, grows eaſy, gay, and 
The Swain, who did ſome credulous Nymph perſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Devotes her to his Vanity. | 
And to his Fellow-Fops —_ the abandon'd Maid. 


The Sage reſerv'd, and fam'd for Gravity, | 


The Wretch, who preſs'd beneath a Load of Cares, 
And lab'ring with continual Woes, deſpairs. 
If thy kind Warmth does his chill'd Senſe invade, 
From Earth he rears his drooping Head, 
Reviv'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn ; 

His flying Cares give Way to Haſte, 

And to the God reſign his Breaſt, 


Where Hopes of better Days, and better Things return. 


VL | 
The lab'ring Hind, who with hard Toil and Pains, 
Amidft his Wants, a wretched Life maintains ; 
If thy rich Juice his homely Supper crown, 
Hot with thy Fires, and bolder grown, 
Of Kings, and of their arbitrary Pow'r, 
And how by impious Arms they reign, 
Fierce!y he talks with rude Diſdain, bo 
And vows to be a Slave, » 2 a Wretch no more. 
VII. | 
Fair Queen of Love, and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear ev'ry Grace, and all ye Pow'rs divine, 
All that to Mirth and Friendſhip do incline, 
Crown this auſpicious Caſk, and happy Night, 
With all Things that can give Delight; 
Be ev'ry Care ard anxious Thought away; 
Ye Tapers ſtill be bright and clear, 
Rival the Moon, and each pale Star, [Day. 


Your Beams ſhall yield to none, but his who brings the 


Horace, 


Y 
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HoRACE, Book IV. Ode . 
To VENUS. 


NCE more the Queen of Love invades my Breaſt, 


Late, with long Eaſe, and peaceful Pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the Wretch, that ſtill has been thy Slave, } 
And let my former Service have 
The Merit to protect me to the Grave. 

Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under CyNERa the good and fair, 
With Joy I did thy Fetters wear, 

| Bleſg'd in the gentle Sway of an indulgent Queen. 

Stiff and unequal to the Labour now, 

With Pain my Neck beneath thy Yoke I bow. 

Why doſt thou urge me {til} to bear? Oh! why 

Doſt thou not much rather fly | | 

To youthful Breaſts, to Mirth and Gaiety ? 

Go, bid thy Swans their gloſſy Wings expand, 
And ſwiftly thro” the yielding Air | 
To Damon thee their Goddeſs bear, 

Worthy to be thy Slave, and fit for thy Command. 

Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 

Joy in his Heart, Love on his charming Tongne. 


With wond'rous Force the Youth imparts 

Thy Pow'r to unexperienced Virgins Hearts. 

Far ſhall he ſtretch the Bounds of thy Command; 
And if thou ſhalt his Wiſhes bleſs, 
Beyond his Rivals with Succeſs, 

In Gold and Marble ſhall thy Statues ſtand. 

Beneath the ſacred Shade of Odel's Wood, 

Or on the Banks of Ouſe's gentle Flood, 

With od'rous Beams a Temple he ſhall raiſe, ; 


Skill'd in a Thouſand ſoft prevailing Arts, | 


For ever ſacred to thy Praiſe, [cays. 
Till the fair Stream, and Wood, and Love itſelf de- 
There while rich Incenſe on thy Altar burns, 
Thy Votaries, the Nymphs and Swains, 


In melting ſoft harmonious Strains, [Turns. 


Mix'd with the ſofter Flutes, ſhall tell their Flames by 
As Love and Beauty with the Light are born, 

90. with the Day thy Honours ſhall return ; 

| B 3 e Some 
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Some lovely Youth, pair'd with a bluſhmg Maid, Y 
A Troop of either Sex fhall lead, | 0 
And twice the Sallan Meaſures round thy Altar tread.] 
Thus with an equal Empire o'er the Light, 
The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 
Together riſe, together fit : 

But, Goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the Night. 
There may'ſt thou reign, while I forget to love; 
No more falſe Beauty ſhall my Paſſion move; 

Nor ſhall my fond believing Hong be led, 
By mutual Vows and Oaths betray'd, | | 
Lo hope for Truth from the proteſting Maid. 
With Love the ſprightly Joys of Wine are fled; 

The Roſes too ſhall wither now, 

That us'd to thade and crown my Brow, 


And round my cheartul Temples fragrant Odours ſhed, | 


But tell me, CyNTHI a, ſay, bewitching Fair, | 
What mean theſe Sighs? Why ſteals this falling Tear? 
And when my ftruggling Thoughts for Paſſage ſtrove, ) 
Why did my Tongue refuſe to move ; 
Tell me can this be any Thing but Love? 
Still with the Night my Dreams my Griefs renew, 
Still ſhe is preſent to my Eyes, 

And ſtill in vain J, as ſhe flies, [purſue. 

O'er Woods, and Plains, and Seas, the ſcornful Maid 


— — — 
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Horace, Book I. Epiſt. IV. Imitated. 
To RICHARD THORNHILL, E/q;* 


HORN EHILI, whom doubly to my Heart commend 
The Critic's Art, and Candour of a Friend, 

Say what thou doſt in thy Retirement find, 

Worthy the Labours of thy active Mind? 

Whether the tragic Muſe inſpires thy Thought, 

To emulate what moving OTway wrote? 

Or whether to the Covert of ſome Grove, 


Thou and thy Thoughts do from the World remove? 


Where to thyſelf thou ail thoſe Rules doſt ſhow, 
That good Men ought to Practiſe, or wiſe know. F 
* Who fought the Duel with Sir Cholmondley 
Deering. 15 


8 


Such an Eſtate as no Extremes may know, 


Whom ev'ry Friday at the Vine you'll find 


And wooes the gentle Flow'r with ſofter Arts. 


S 
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For ſure thy Maſs of Men is no dull Clay, 

But well inform'd with the celeſtial Ray. 

The bounteous Gods, to thee compleatly kind, 

In a fair Frame inclos'd thy fairer Mind ; 

And tho' they did profuſely Wealth beſtow, 

They gave thee the true Uſe of Wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the Nurſe wiſh for her darling Boy 

A Happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy: 

What can her fond Ambition afk beyond 

A Soul by Wiſdom's nobleſt Precepts crown'd? _. 
To this Ne Speech, and happy Utt'rance join'd, 

T' unlock the ſecret Treaſures of the Mind, | 
And make the Bleſſing common to Mankind. 

On theſe let Health and Reputation wait, 

The Favour of the Virtuous and the Great: 

A Table chearfully and cleanly ſpread, 

Stranger alike to Riot and to Need: 


A free and juft Diſdain for all Things elſe below. 
Amidft uncertain Hopes and anxious Cares, 
Tumultous Strife, and miſerable Fears, 

Prepare for all Events thy conſtant Breaſt, 

And let each Day be to thee as thy laſt. 

That Morning's Dawn will with new Pleaſures riſe, 
Whoſe Light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy Eyes. 
Me, when to Town in Winter you repair, 
Batt'ning in Eaſe you'll find, ſleek, freſh, and fair; 
Me, who have learn'd from Exicuxus' Lore, 

To ſnatch the Bleſſings of the flying Hour; 


His true Diſciple, and your faithful Friend. 


. 4 % ** 


The UNION. 


HIL E rich in brighteſt Red, the bluſhing Roſe, 
Her freſheſt op'ning Beauties did diſcloſe; 
Her, the rough ThiHe from a neighb'ring Field, 

With fond Deſires, and Lover's Eyes beheld: 
Straight the fierce Plant lays by his pointed Darts, 


„ 


| B 4 | Kindly 
* The Vine Tavern in Long-Acre, 15 
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Kindly ſbe heard, and did his Flame approve, 
And own'd the Warrior worthy of her Love. 


Who does in Fields and painted Meads preſide, 
And crowns the Gardens with their flow'ry Pride, 
With Pleaſure ſaw the wvi/bing Pair combine, 


FLora, whoſe happy Laws the Seaſon guide, | 


To favour what their Goddeſs did deſign, 
And bid them in eternal Ux 10H join. 
Henceforth, ſhe ſaid, in each returning Vear, 
One Stem the Thiftle and the Reſe ſhall bear: | 
The Thifle's laſting Grace, thou, O my Roſe ! ſhalt be, 
The warlike Thi/tle's Arms, a ſure Defence to Thee. 


wI yy 


On CONTENTMENT. 
Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard.* 


ANY, that once, by Fortune's Bounty rear'd, 
Amidſt the Wealthy and the Great appear'd; 
Have wiſely from thoſe envy'd Heights declin d, 
Have ſunk to that juſt Level of Mankind, [of Mind. > 
Where, nor tao little, nor too much, gives the true Peace 


— 


On the Laſt Judgment, and the Happineſs of tbe 
Saints in Heaven. : 
Done from the Latin of J. Gerhard. 


N that bleſs'd Day, from ev'ry Part, the Juſt, 
Rais'd from the liquid Deep or mould'ring Duſt, 
The various Products of Time's fruitful Womb, 
All of paſt Ages, preſent, and to come, 
In full Aſſembly, ſhall at once reſort, 
And meet within high Heav'n's capacious Court : 
Their famous Names, rever'd in Days of old, 
Qur great Forefathers there we ſhall behold, 
From whom old Stocks and Anceſtry began, 
And worthily in long Succeſſion ran; 


Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat | 
Full many a virtuous Deed, and many a noble Feat. 


The reverend Sires with Pleaſure ſhall we oreet, { 


There, 


* 4 


In bis Meditationes Sacre. — 


Ry 2, o aj, ra Joy A 4 


Ee, 


2 


4: bu, ern i EE 


The Wind that blew over the Plain, 
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There, all thoſe tender Ties, which here below, 

Or Kindred, or more ſacred Friendſhip know, 

Firm, conſtant, and unchangeable ſhall grow. | 
Refin'd from Paſſion, and the Dregs of Senſe, 

A better, truer, dearer Love from thence, 

Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence: 

There, like their Days, their 2 ſhall ne'er be done, 
No Night ſhall riſe, to ſhade Heaven's glorious Sun, 
But one eternal Holy-day go on.. 


% 


CorLin's COMPLAINT : A Sons. 
To the Tune of Grim King of the Ghoſts. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 

A Shepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme,. 
A Willow ſupported his Head. 


To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply ;. 
And the Brook, in Return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas, fiily Swain that I was! L 
Thus fadly complaining, he cry'd,. 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 
Twere better by far L had dy'd. 
She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue; 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a Pleaſure too. great, 
T liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 1 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 


How foolith was I to believe, 


She could doat on fo lowly a. Clown, 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine Folk of the Lowa? 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and fo. conſtant would prove; 
Or go clad like our Maidens in Gray, 
Ot live in a Cottage on Love? 


What tho“ I have Skill to complain, 


Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd ;; 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft Strain, 


The Virgins fit weeping around. | | 
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Ah, Corn, thy Hopes are in vain, 

Thy Pipe and thy Laurel refign | 
Thy falſe One inclines to a Swain, 

Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter than thine. 

And you, my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 

' Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid. 
Tho' thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 

Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 
»Twas her's to be falſe and to change, 

Tis mine to be conftant and die. 

If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 

In her Breaſt any PRE is found, 

Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain,. 

And fee me laid low in the Ground. 

The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew :. 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 
Then to her new Love let her go, 

And deck her in golden Array, 

Be fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 

And frolic it all.the long Day ;. 
While CoLin, forgotten and gone, 

No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs, when beneath the pale Moon, | 

His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green. 


" wes 


the T ragedy. of Cato. 


W*: IEST maudlin Whigs e their Car o's 
EL IA fate; [ Fate, 


Still with dry Eyes the Tory 

But tho' her Pride forbad her Eyes to flow, 

The guſhing Waters found a Vent below. 
Tho' ſecret yet with copious Streams ſhe mourns, 
Like twenty River-Gods with all their Urns. . 

Let others ſcrew an hypocritic Face, 
She ſhews her Grief in a ſincerer Place! | 
Here Nature reigns, and Paſſion void of Art; 


For this Road leads directly to the Heart. 


> r 28 MCAS ae ia. 


ErIGRAM ox 4 Lady who ſbed ber Water at freeing 


MEC 


With jealous Eyes beheld the bounteous King. 


| Henours and Wealth thy grateful Hand way. ves: 


WORE; 
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M R C R N A 
VERSES, occaſioned by the Honours conferred on the 
Right Honourable the Earl of HALITAx, 1714;. 


being that Year inſlalled. Knight f the moſt noble 
Order of the Garter. | | 


Ho Bus and CæsAR once conſpir'd to grace 

A noble Knight, of ancient Tuſcan Race. 
The Monarch, greatly conſcious of his Worth, 
From Books and his Retirement call'd him forth; 
Adorn'd the Patriot with the. ib, Crown, 
The Conſul's Faſces and Patrician Gown : 
The World's whole Wealth he gave him to beſtow, 
And teach the Streams of Treaſure where. to flow: 
To him he bade the ſuppliant Nations come, | 
And on his Counſels fix d the Fate of Rome. 

The God of Wit, who taught him firſt to ſing, J 
And tune high Numbers.to the vocal String, a 

Forbear, he cry'd, to rob me of my Share; : 
Our common Fav'rite is our common Care. 


But PHozBus only bids the Poet live. 

The Service ot his faithful Heart is thine ;; 

There let thy JuLIAN Star an Emblem ſhine; , 

His Mind, and her imperial Seat are mine. 5 
Then bind his Brow, ye The/pian Maids, he ſaid, 

The willing Muſes the Command obey'd, 9 
And wove the deathleſs Laurel for his Head. ; 


EP1GRAM on the Prince of W aies's, then Regent, iſ 
appearing at the Fire in Spring-Garden, 1716. 1 


"THY GuarDlan, bleſt Britannia, ſcorns to ſleep, 
When the ſad Subjects of his Father weep; 
Weak Princes by their Fears increaſe Diltrefs; 
He faces Danger, and ſo makes it leſs. 
Tyrants on blazing Towns may tmile with Joy, 
He knows to Sade is greater than Deftroy, . 


SONG: 
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DONG on a fine Woman who had a dull Huſband. 
1 2 


W HEN on fair Celia's Eyes J gaze, 
| And bleſs their Light divine; 
I ftand confounded with Amaze, 
To think on what they ſhine. 
II. 
On one vile Clod of Earth the ſeems 
To fix their Influence; 
Wich kindles not at thoſe bright Beams, 
Nor wakens into Senſe: 
A 
Loſt and bewilder'd with the Thought, 
I cou'd not but complain, | 
That Nature's laviſh Hand had wrought 
This faireſt Work in vain. 
IV. | 
Thus ſome who have the Stars ſurvey'd, 
Are ignorantly led, | 
To think thoſe glorious Lamps were made 
To light Tom- Foo! to Bed. 


Occafuncd by bis firſt Viſa to Lady Warwick at 


Holland- Houſe. 


; EARING that Ch/zz's Bower crown'd 

[ The Summit of a neigbouring Hill, 

Where ev'ry rural Joy. was found, 

Where Health and Wealth were. plac'd around. 
To wait like Servants on her Will 


— 


{ went, and found *twas as they ſaid, 
That ev'ry Thing look'd freſh and fair.; 

Her Herds in flow'ry Paſtures ſtray'd, | 

Delightful was the Green-wood Shade, 
And gently e Air. 

But when I found my troubled Heart 
Uneaſy grown within my Breaſt, 

My Breath came ſhort, and. in each Part- 

Some new Diſorder ſeem to ſtart, 


Which pain'd me ſore and broke my Reſt. IV. Some . 


a PA 


Cann bore 


PA * 
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IV. 
Some noxious Vapour ſure, I ſaid, 
From this unwholſome Soil maſt riſe ; 
Some ſecret Venom is convey'd, | 
Or from this Field, or from that Shade, 
That does the Pow! rs W ſurprize. 


Soon as the if! Leach beheld _ 

The Change that in my Health was grown: 
Blame not, he cry'd, nor Wood, nor Field; 
Diſeaſes which ſuch Symptoms yield, 

Proceed from Chloe's . Mag. 


Alike the kills in ev'ry Air, 

The coldeſt 4 her Beauties warm 
And tho” the Fever took you there, 
Af Chloe had not been ſo fair, 

The Place had never x dong you. Harm. 


STANZAS to Lady Warwick on My: Addiſon's 
going to Ireland, 


F. 
E Gods and Nereid Nymphs, who rule the Sea! 
Who chain loud Son and ſtill the raging Main! . 
With Care, the gentle Lycidas convey, 
And bring the faithful Ow ſafe again. 


When Albion's Shore with chearleſs Heart he left, 
Penſive and ſad upon the Deck he ſtood, 

Of ev'ry Joy in Chloe's Eyes bereft, 
And wept his Sorrows 3 ſwelling Flood. 


Ah, faireſt Maid! whom, as I well n 
The righteous Gods his juſt Reward ordain; 
For his Return thy pious Wiſhes join, | 
That thou, at Bae, may pay him for his Pain. 
And ſince his Love does thine alone purſue,, 
In Arts unpractis'd. and unus d to range; 
F charge thee be, by his Example, true, 


Aud ſhun thy Sex's Inclination, Change: 
| V. When 
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V 


When Crowds of youthful Lovers round thee wait, 
And tender Thoughts in ſweeteſt Words impart ;. 

When thou art. woo'd by Titles, Wealth, and State, 
Then think on Lycidas, = guard thy Heart. 


When the gay Theatre ſhall charm thy Eyes, 
When arttul Wit ſhall ſpeak thy Beauty's Praiſe ;; 
When Harmony ſhall thy ſoft Soul ſurpriſe, | 
Sooth all thy Senſes, _— Pailions raiſe. 


Amidſt whatever various Joys appear, 

Yet breathe one Sigh, for one fad Minute mourn ;; 
Nor let thy Heart know one Delight ſincere, 

Till thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 


JE - ** 8 


| ———— 
The VIS IT. 


F71T and Beauty tother Day, 
Chanc'd to take me in their Way; 

And, to make the Favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good- nature, 
Converſation Care beguiling,. 
Joy in Dimples ever failing, 
All the Pleatures here below, 
Men can aſk, or Gods beftow.. 
A jolly Train, believe me] No: 
There were. but Two, Lepell and Hoav. 


The CoN TEN TED SHEPHERD. . 
Te. Mrs. 3 23. 
| E264 
8 on a Summer's Day 
X In the Greenwood Shade I lay, 
The Maid that I lov'd, es 
As hei Caucy mov'd, 


Came walking forth that Way. 


II. And. 


2 * 
= 


Like a lazy Loon for to die! 


In brighter Array than thine 2 


* 
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And as ſhe paſſed by, i 
With a ſorta Glance of her Eye, 

What a Shame, yuoth: ſhe, 

For a Swain mult it be, 


III. 

And doſt thou nothing heed, 
What Pan our God has decreed ;: 

What a Prize To- day 

Shall be given away, | 
To the ſweeteſt Shepherd's Reed & 

There's not a ſingle Swain 
Of all this fruitful Plain, 

But with Hopes and Fears: 

Now bufily prepares. 
The bonny Boon to gain. 


Shall another Maiden Mine 


Up, up, dull Swain, 
Tune thy Pipe once again, 
And make the Garland 2 | 
Alas ! my Love, he ery'd, 
What avails this courtly Pride ?- 
Since thy dear Deſert 
Is written in my Heart, 
What 1s all the World _ 
To me thou art more gay, 
In this homely Ruiſſet Gray, 
Than the Nymphs of our Green, 
Fe So trim and ſo ſheen, ; 
r the brighteſt Queen of May. 
s he VIII“ 
What tho' my Fortune frown, 
And deny thee a ſilken Gown ;. 
My own dear Maid, 
Be content with this Shade, 


And a Shepherd all thy on. | 
. Sonos: 
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Song. An WilLow. 


To the Same, in her Sickneſs. 
I. 


O the Brook and the Willow that 3 him 


complain, . Ab Willow, Willow. 
Poor Colin ſat wee Ping, and told them his Pain. 
Ah Willow, Will ow 3 bt, E illow, Willow. 


Sweet Stream, he cry'd adh, Til teach thee to flow; 

A VLilhau, &c. 

And the Waters ſhall riſe to. the Brink with my Woe. 
Ah Willow, 8 1 


All reſtleſs and painful poor Anoret lies, 
Ah Willow, &c. 

And counts the ſad Moments of Time as it flies. 
Ah Willow, &c. 


IV. 
To the Nymph my Heart loves, ye ſoft Slumbers re- 
pair; Ab V. iow, &c. 
Spread your downy Wings o'er her, and make her your 
Care. Ah Wil 1 2 2 


Dear Brook, were thy Chance near her Pillow to creep, 


Ab Willow, &c. 
Perhaps thy ſoft Murmurs might lull her to ſleep. 
Ah Willsw, &c. « | 
I. 


Let me be kept waking, my Eyes never cloſe, 
Ab Willow, &c. 


So the Sleep. that Þ loſe brings my Fair One Repoſe, 


Ah Willow, &c. 
VIE. 
But if J am doom'd to be wretched indeed; 
Ah Nilloab, &c. 
If the Loſs of my dear One, my Love is deereed; 
Ah Willow, &c. 
VIII. 


If no more my ſad Heart by thoſe Eyes ſhall be clear; | 


Ah Willow, &c. 
EH the Voice of my Warbler no more ſhall:be heard'; 


8 ab Willow, & c. 5 IX. Be- 


Sh 


How do we catch the 


The Seaſons Philomel obey, 
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IX. 


41 


Believe me, thou fair One; thou dear One, believe, | 


Ab Willow, &c. 


Few Sighs to thy Loſs, and — Tears will I ou. ; 


Ah Willow, &c. 5 
One Fate to thy Colin and thee ſhall be ty'd, 
Ab Willow, &c. | 


And ſoon lay thy Shepherd cloſe by thy cold vides 


Ah Willow, &c. 
XI. 


Then run, gentle tek and to loſe thyſelf, 10657 


Ab Willow, Willow. 


Fade thou too, my Willow, this Verſe is my laſt; 


Ah Willow, Willow ; ah Willow, Willow. 


— 


To th Same, PDE 


I. 
Wu H AT Charms in Melody are found, 
To foften ey'ry Pain! | 
healing Sound, 
And feel the ſoothing _ ! 
I 
Still when I hear thee, O my Fair, 
I bid my Heart rejoice ; 
I ſhake off ey ev'ry ſullen Care, 
For Sorrow flies thy TR 


Whene'er they hear her ſing ; 
She bids the Winter fly away, 
And ſhe recalls the Spring. 


— 


SONG. The Fair INCONSTANT. | 


H E. 
GINCE I 15 loud lov'd you in vain, 
And doted on ev'ry Feature; 
Give me, at length, but Leave to complain 
a ſo ungrateful a Creature. 


85 * 
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Tho' I beheld in your wandring Eyes 
The wanton Symptoms of Ranging ; 
Still I reſolv'd 3 being wiſe, 
And lov'd you in ſpite * your changing. 
| SHE 


Why ſhou'd you blame what Heaven has made, 
Or find any Fault in Creation? 
"Tis not the Crime of the faithleſs Maid, 
But Nature's Inclination. 
Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, | 
Or think you not a true One ; 
But if the Truth I muſt confeſs, 
I always lov'd a new One. 


— — 5 _— 4 — — ** — 


To Lord WARWICK on bis Birth-Day, 
W HEN fraught with all that grateful Minds can 


move, 

With Friendſhip, Tenderneſs, Reſpect and Love; 
The Muſe had wiſh'd, on this 8 ay, 
Something moſt worthy of herſelf to ſay: 

To Jobe ſhe offer'd up an humble Pray'r, 

To take the noble Warwick to his Care. 

Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner Grace 
Adorns the Soul, or beautifies the Face: 

Let manly Conſtancy confirm his Truth, 

And gentleſt Manners crown his blooming Youth. 
Give him to Fame, to Virtue to aſpire, 

Worthy our Songs and thy informing Fire: 

All various Praiſe, all Honours let him prove, 

Let Men admire, and ſighing Virgins love: 

With honeſt Zeal inflame his gen'rous Mind, 

To love his Country and protect Mankind. 
Attentive to her Pray'r, the God reply'd, 

Why doft thou afk what has not been deny'd ? 
Tove's bounteous Hand has laviſh'd all his Pow'r, 
And making what he is, can add no more. | 
Yet ſince I joy in what I did create, 

I will prolong the Favourite WARwIck's Fate, 
And lengthen out his Years to ſome uncommon Date. J 


To 
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7 Lady Iaxx WHARTON on ber fludying the Globe. 


HILE o'er the Globe, fair Nymph, your Searches 
And trace its rolling Circuit round the Sun, [run, 
You ſeem'd the World beneath you to ſurvey, 
With Eyes ordain'd to give its People Day. ; 
With two fair Lamps methought your Nations ſhone, 
While ours are poorly lighted up by One. 
How did thoſe Rays your happier Empire gild? 
How clothe the flow'ry Mead and fruitful Field ? 
Your Earth was in eternal Spring array'd, 
And laughing Joy amidſt its Natives play d. 
Such is their Day, but chearleſs is their Night, 
No friendly Moon reflects your abſent Light: 
And Oh! when yet ere many Years are paſt, 
Thofe Beams on other Objects ſhall be plac'd, 
When ſome young Hero with reſiſtleſs Art, 
Shall draw thoſe | ang and warm that Virgin Heart : 
How ſhall your Creatures then their Loſs deplore, 
And want thoſe Suns that riſe for them no more? 
The Bliſs you give will be confin'd to One, 
And for his Sake your World mutt be undone. 


r 


To Mrs. PULTENEY upon ber going abroad. 
WIRD with the frequent Miſchiefs of her Eyes, 
1 To diftant Climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She ſees her ſpreading Flames conſume around, 
And not another Conqueſt to be found. 

Secure in foreign Realms at wil! to reign, 

She leaves her Vaſſals here with proud Diſdain. 
One only Joy which in her Heart ſhe wears, 
The dear Companion of her Flight ſhe bears. 
Eneas thus a burning Town forſook, | 
Thus into Baniſhment his Gods he took: 

But to retrieve his native Troy's Diſgrace, 
Fix'd a new Empire in a happier Place. 


ODE fer the New Year, 1716. | 


H AIL to thee, glorious riſing Year, l 
W ith what uncommon Grace thy Days appear! 
Come 
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Comely art thou in thy Prime, 
Lovely Child of hoary Time; 
Where thy golden Footſteps tread, 
Pleaſures all around thee — 5 
Bliſs and Beauty grace thy Train; 
Muſe, ſtrike the Lyre to ſome immortal Strain. 
But oh! what Skill, what Maſter Hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton Band! 
Looſe like my Verſe they dance, and all without Com- 
Images of faireſt Things, - [mand. 
Crowd about the ſpeaking Strings ; ER 
Peace and ſweet Proſperity, 
Faith and chearful Loyalty, 
With ſmiling Love and deathleſs Poeſy. 
OE Es II. 
Ve ſkowling Shades, who break away, 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the purple Day. 
Ev'ry Friend and Friend- like Form, 
Black and ſullen as a Storm. 
ee, Pear, and falſe Surmiſe, 
anger with her dreadful Eyes, 
Faction, Fury, all are fled. 
And bold Rebellion hides her daring Head. 
Behold, thou gracious Vear, behold, 
For whom the whiter Days were kept from Times of 
See thy GOR GE, for this is he! (old! 
On his right Hand, waiting free, | 
Britain and fair Liberty : 4 
Ev'ry Good is in his Face, | 
Every open honeſt Grace. 
Thou great Plantagenet ! immortal be thy Race 
III. | 
See! the ſacred Scyon ſprings, 
dee the glad Promiſe of a Line of Kings! 
' Royal Youth! what Bard divine, 
Equal to a praiſe like thine, 
Shall in ſome exalted Meaſure, 
Sing thee, Britain's deareſt Treaſure ? 
Who her Joy in thee ſhall tell, 
Who the ſprightly Note ſhall ſwell 
His Voice attemp'ring to the tuneful Shell? 


Thee 


SwòI 


Still 


Pa 
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Thee Audenard's recorded Field, 
Bold in thy brave paternal Band, beheld, 
And faw, with hopeleſs Heart, thy fainting Rival yield: 
Troubled he, with fore Diſmay, y, 
To thy ſtronger Fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble Scorn, 
Wingy-footed was he borne, | 
Swift as the fleeting _— 0855 the golden Corn. 
4 What Valour, what diſtinguiſh'd Worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming Ages forth? 
Creſted Helms and ſhining Shields, 
Warriors fam'd in foreign Fields ; 
Hoary Heads with Olive bound, 
Kings and Lawgivers renown'd ; 
Crowding ſtill they riſe anew, 
Beyond the Reach of deep prophetic View. 
Young AvevsrTvs ! never ceaſe! 
Pledge of our preſent and our future Peace, 
Still pour the Bleſſings forth, and give thy great Increaſe. 
All the Stock that Fate ordains 
To ſupply ſucceeding Reigns, 
Whether Glory ſhall infpire 
Gentler Arts or martial Fire, 
Still the Fair Deſcent ſhall be 
Dear to Albion all, like Thee, | 
Patrons of righteous Rules, and Foes to Tyranny. 


* 


Ye golden Lights who ſhine on high, 
Ye potent Planets who aſcend the Sky, 
On the op'ning Year diſpenſe 
All your kindeſt Influence 
Heav'nly Pow'rs be all prepard 
For our CAROLINA's Guard; 
Short and eaſy be the Pains, * 
Which for a Nation's Weal, the Heroine ſuſtains. 
Britannia's Angel, be thou near; 5 
The growing Race is thy peculiar Care, 
Oh ſpread thy ſacred Wing above the royal Fair. 
GEORGE by Thee was wafted oer, 
To the long expected Shore: 
None preſuming to withſtand 3 
= Thy celeſtial armed Hand, While 
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Wudile his ſacred Head to ſhade, 
The blended Croſs . Silver Shield diſplay d, 


But oh! what other Form divine 
Propitious near the Hero ſeems to ſhine | 
Peace of Mind, and Joy ſerene, 
In her ſacred Eyes are ſeen, 
Honour binds her mitred Brow, 
Faith and Truth beſide her go, 
With Zeal and pure Devotion, bending low. 
A thouſand Storms around her threat, 
A thouſand Billows roar beneath her Feet, 
While fix d upon a Rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable Seat. 
Still in ſign of ſure Defence, 
Truſt and mutual Confidence, 
On the Monarch, ſtanding by, . 
Still ſhe bends her gracious Eye, nigh. 
Nor fears her Foes * while Heav'n and He are 


F 


Ny 


Hence then with ev'ry anxious Care! 
Begone, pale Envy, and thou cold Deſpair ! 
Seek ye not a moody Cell, 
Where Deceit and Treaſon dwell; 
There repining, raging, ſtill | 
TH idle Air with Curſes fill; [Hill; 
There blaſt the pathleſs Wild, and the bleak Northern 
There your Exile vainly moan; 
There, where with Murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the ſweeping: Winds, the bending. Foreſts 
But thou, 2 with ſmiling Chear, I groan; 
Do thou bring the ready Vear; 
See the Hours! a choſen Band! 
| See with jocund Looks they ſtand, 
All in their tiim Array, and waiting for Command. 


The welcome Train begins to move, 
Hope leads Increaſe and chaſte connubial Love : 
Flora ſweet her Bounty ſpreads, 
_ Smelling Gardens, painted Meads ; 
Ceres c:iowns the yellow Plain; 
Pan rewards the Shepherd's Pain; 
All is plenty, all is Wealth, | | 
And on the balmy Air fits Roſy-colour'd Health. ; 


_ I hear the Mirth, I hear the Land rejoice, 
L | Like many Waters ſwells tlie pealing Noiſe, 


While to their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the ublic 
Voice. 


Father of thy Country, hail! 
Always ew'ry where prevail; 
Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 
Better Suns for thee ariſe, 
Purer Breezes fan the Skies, 
Earth in Fruits and Flow rs is dreſt, 
Joy abounds in ev'ry Breaſt, 
For thee thy People all, for thee the Year is bleſt. 


MSSM. nn vo — 


AY thy flow'ry Garlands by, 
Ever blooming; gentle May ! 
Other Honours now are nigh; 
Other Honours ſee we pay. 
Lay thy low'ry Cs" by, &C. 


are 


Majeſty and great Renown 
Wait'thy beamy Brow to crown, 
Parent of our Hero, thou, 


ill; | GEORGE on Britain didſt beſtow. 

sern Thee the Trumpet, thee the Drum, 
With the plumy Helm, become: 

1 Thee the — and ſhining Shield, 

reſts With ev'ry Trophy of the warlike Field. 


WD 

Call thy better Bleſſings forth, 
For the Honour of his Birth: 
Still the Voice of loud Commotion, - 
. Bid the complaining Murmurs ceaſe, 
Lay the Billows of the Ocean; 

And compoſe the Land in Peace. 

Call thy better, 1 5 


Queen of Odours, fragrant May, 
For this Boon, this happy Day, 
Janus, with the double Face, 
Shall to theerredgn his Place, | 
. Thou ſhalt rule with better Grace: 
Time 


— wage vg ES > te os 
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SoxG for the King's Birtb- Day, 28th of May, 1716. 
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Time from thee ſhall wait his Doom, | 
And thou ſhalt lead the 1 1 for ev ry Age to come. 


Faireſt Month! in Cole ride thee, 
Nothing like him canft Hou bring, 

Tho? the Graces ſmile beſide thee : 
Tho' thy Bounty _ the Spring, 


Tho' like Flora —_ — thee, 
Finer than the painted Bow; 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy Fools, oh thy 228 
II. 


dhe herſelf a Glory greater 
Than thy golden Sun diſcloſes ; 
And her ſmiling Offspring ſweeter 
Than the Bloom of all thy Roſes. 


Op for the New-Thery i 1717. 


I. 
INTER! thou hoary, venerable Sire, 
All richly in thy furry Mantle clad ; 
What Thoughts of Mirth can feeble Age inſpire, 
To make thy careful . een Brow ſo glad? 
Now I ſee the Reaſon plain, 
Now I ſee thy jolly Train : 
Snowy-headed Winter leads, 
3 and Summer next ſucceeds; 
ellow Autumn brings the Rear, 
Thou art Father 7 e Vear. 
While from the froſty mellow'd Earth - 
Abounding Plenty takes her Birth, 
The conſcious Sire, exulting, ſees 
The Seaſons ſpread their rich Increaſe ; 
So duſky Night and Chaos ſmil'd 
On beauteous Form their lovely Child, 


| IV. 
O fair Variety! 
What Bliſs thou doſt ſupply ! 
The 
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The Foul brings forth the Fair 
To deck the changing Vear. 
When our old Pleaſures die, 
Some new one {till is nigh ; 
Oh! fair Nan, 


Our Paſſions, like the Seaſons, turn f 


And now we laugh, and now we mourn. 
Britannia late oppreſs'd with Dread, 
Hung her declining, drooping Head : 
A better Viſage now ſhe wears . 
And now, at once, ſhe quits her Fears: 
Strife and War no more ſhe knows, 
Rebel Sons, nor foreign Foes. 
* 0 VI. | 
Safe, beneath her mighty Maſter, 
In Security ſhe ſits; ' - * 
Plants her looſe Foundations faſter, 
And her Sorrows pos forgets. 
n 


Happy Iſle! the Care of Heav'n, 
To the Guardian Hero giv'n, 
dn pinoß ſtill obey him, 
Still with Love and Duty pay him. 
1 ee 
Tho' he parted from thy Shore, 


While canteſting Kings, attend him; 


Cou'd he, Britain, give thee more, 


Than the Pledge he left behind him? 


18 


Ove to Peace, for the Year [ 718. 


I 


Hoary Winter ſmiles before thee, 
Dances merrily along : 

Hours and Seaſons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young: 


OU faireſt, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies, 
Indulgent, gentle, Life-reſtoring Peace ! 
With what auſpicious Beauties doſt thou rile, 
And Britain's new-revolving Janus bleſs ? 


Ever 
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Ever Goddeſs thus appear, 
Ever lead the r ear. 
| — II. 

In thee the Night, in thee the Day is bleſt; 

In thee the deareſt of the purple Eaſt: 

?Tis thine, immortal Pleaſures to impart, 

Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping Heart: 
To thee the Pipe and tuneful String belong, 
Thou Theme eternal for 3 Song. 

Awake the golden Lyre, 

Ve Heliconian Choir, 

Swell ev'ry Note ſtill higher, 

And Melody inſpire 


At Heav'n and Earth's Deſire. | ey 


Hark, how the Sounds agree, 

With-due Complaceney! 

Sweet Peace, tis all by thee, 

For thou art — | 
Who, by Nature's faireſt Creatures, 
Can deſcribe her heav'nly Features? 
What Compariſon can fit her? 
Sweet are Roſes, ſhe is ſweeter ; 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Wou'd you ſee her ſuch as Fove, 
Form'd for univerſal Love, | 
Bleſs'd' by Men, and Gods above? 
Wou'd you ev'ry Feature trace, 
Ev'ry ſweetly ſmiling Grace? 
Seek our CaROLINA's Face. 

— Mc.» 
Peace and She are Britain's Treafures, 
Fruitful in eternal Pleaſures : 

Still their Bounty ſhall increaſe us, 
Still their ſmiling Offspring bleſs us, 
Happy Day, when each was given, 
By Cæſar and indulgent Heav'n. 
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Op for the King's Birth-Day, 171 
1 | 


Is it in Fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd Day 


N : 7 
5 IL 


Look on Life and Nature's Race! 
. How the careleſs Minutes paſs, 
- | How they wear a common Face: 
One is what another was! 
Till the happy Hero's Worth 
Bid the F eftival ſtand forth; 
Till the golden Light he crown, 
Till he mark it for 3 
. III. | | 
How had this glorious Morning been forgot, 
Unthought of as the Things that never were; 
Had not our greateſt Cz/ar been its Lot, 


1111 ne LON Ps 
SO 8 


Now, Nature, be gay 
In the Pride of thy May, 
To Court let thy Graces repair: 
Let Hora beſtow . 
The Crown from her Brow, 


For our brighter Britannia to wear. 
: V 


Far as the Seas or C#/ar's Influence goes, 
Let thankful Nations celebrate his Birth, 
And bleſs the Author _ the World's Repoſe. 
I | 


Let Volga tumbling. in Caſcades, _ 
And Po that glides&thro' poplar Shades, 
o- | And Tagus bright in Sands of Gold, 
N And Arethuſa, 3 old, 
2 


Shou'd with more hallow/dPurgle paint the Eaſt? 
1 


And call'd it from _— the vulgar Lear. 
IV. | 


Through ev'ry Language of thy peopled Earth, h 


Their 


—— —— —— —— 


8. 


1 O H, touch the String, celeſtial Muſe, and ſay, 
| Why are peculiar Times and Seaſons bleſt? 


«307 


Poems on ſeveral Occafiohis. 
Their great Deliverer ſing. 
Not Danube thou, whoſe winding Flood, 


So long has bluſh'd with Turki/b Blood, 
To Cæſar ſhall refuſe a Strain, 


Since now thy Streams, without a Stain, 5 


Run Cryſtal as their Spring. 
0 HO R U 8. 

To mighty GEORGE, that heals thy Wounds, 
That names thy Kings and marks thy Bounds, 
The joyful Voice, O Europe, raiſe : 
In the great Mediator's Praiſe 
Let all thy various Tongues combine, 
And Britain's Feſtival be thine. 


Op to the Thames, for the Year 1719. 


I. 

[| ING of the Floods, whom friendly Stars ordain 

To fold alternate in thy winding Train, 
The lofty Palace, and the fertile Vale; | 
King of the Floods, Britannia's Darling, hail! 
Hail with the Year ſo well begun,  _ 
And bid his each revolving Sun, | 
Taught by thy Streams, in ſmooth Succeſſion run. 


From thy never-failing Urn 
Flowers bloom and fair increaſe 
With the Seaſons take their Turn; 
From thy tributary Seas 
Tides of various Wealth attend thee ; 
Seas and Seaſons all r ore thee. 
IH. 
Here on thy Banks, to mate the Skies, 
Auguſta's hallo d Domes ariſe; 
And there thy ample Boſom pours 
Her num'rous Souls and floating Tow'rs; : 
Whoſe Terrors late to vanquith'd Spam were known, 
And tna ſhook with Tn not her own. 
Oo IV. 
Fulleſt Flags thou doſt ſuſtain, 
While thy Banks confine thy Courſe ; 
_ Emblem of our Cæſar's Reign, 


Mingling Clemency and Force. . 


OF» uw 
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97 5 V. 3 a 
So may'ſt thou ſtill, ſecur'd by diſtant Wars, 
Ne'er ſtain thy Cryſtal with domeſtic Jars: 
As Cæſar's Reign, to Britain ever dear, 
Shall join with thee to E 8 coming Year. 
On thy ſhady Margin, ba E e 
Care its Load diſcharging, 
Is lulPd to gentle Reſt : 
Britain thus diſarming, 
Nor no more alarming, 
Shall ſleep on _ Breaſt. 
ia II. ö 
Sweet to Diſtreſs is balmy Sleep, 
To Sleep auſpicious Dreams, 
Thy Meadows, Thames, to feeding Sheep, 
\ To Thirſt, thy ſilver Streams: 
More ſweet than all, the Praiſe 
Of Cæſar's golden Days; 
Czſar's Praiſe is ſweeter ; 
Britain's Pleaſure greater ; 
Still may Cæſar's Reign excel; 
Sweet 5 Praiſe of reigning well. 
; 5 6 CHORUS. 
Gentle Janus ever wait, 
As now on Britain's kindeſt Fate; 


Crown all our Vows, and all thy Gifts beſtow; 


Till Time no more renews his Date, 
And Thames forgets to flow. 


VxExRs Es made to a Si mile of Mr. Pope's. 
HEN at our Houſe the Servants brawl, 
And raiſe an Uproar in the Hall; 
When John the Butler, and our Mary, 
About the Plate and Linen vary; 3 
Till the ſmart Dialogue grows rich, 


In ſneaking Dog! and ugly Bitch! 4 
Down comes my Lady like the Devil, | 
And makes em ſilent all and civil. 5b] 


Thus Cannon clears the cloudy Air, 

And ſcatters 'Tempeſts brewing there: 

Thus Bullies ſometimes keep the Peace, 23 
And one Scold makes another ceaſe. Len 


Upon Nicolini and Valentini's fr coming to tbe MA __ 

Houſe in the Hay-Market. Ss 

4 * ſtrikes the vocal Lyre, 
, And ready at his Call, 


Harmonious Brick and Stone conſpire. 
To raiſe. the Theban Wall. 


In Emulation of his Praiſe, ö . 
Two Latian Signors come, 
A ſinking Theatre to raiſe, < 
And prop Van's tott'ring Dome. 
. III 


But how this laſt ſhould come to paſs, 
Muſt ſtill remain unknown, 

Since theſe poor Gentlemen, alas! 
Bring neither Brich nor Stone. 


An E S S A VJ on the Manner living with 
Great Men. An Imitation of M. Bruyere. 


DLC of Rank is highly neceſſary for the Oeco- 
nomy of theWorld, and-was never called in Queſ- 
tion but by Barbarians and Enthuſiaſts... 5 
A juſt Conſideration for. the ſeveral Degrees of Men, 
as the Orders of Providence have placed tbem ad we us, 
is uſeful, not only to the correcting of our Manners, and 
keeping our common Converſation in the Bounds of Po-- 
liteneſs and Civility, but has even a better Conſequence. 
in diſpoſing the Mind to a religious Humility. | 


* K — 


In obferving Step by Step, the ſeveral Degrees of EX adm 
cellency above us, we arrive inſenſibly, at laſt, to the he t 
Contemplation of the ſupreme Perfection. and 

It has, been ſaid that — of Condition ĩs a Bar Nat: 
ta Friendſhip ; but why are not the Links of a Chain love 
continued as well Perpendicularly as Horizontally.? - 1 ſh 

Moſt Men are, indeed, rather inclined to live in the com 
Terms of Civility than Friendſhip ; it is ſufficient for call; 
their Intereſt to have no Enemies, and they find it for 'G 


their Eaſe to have no Obligations without Doors, that 1 
is, out of themſelves. c There 0 


— 


. 


An Eſſay, &c. | 

There are. ſome People, who. naturally. love to do 
Good, and; contribute: to, the Happineſs of their Fellow 
Creatures; but, how Rare? | 
If there cannot be what is called Friendſhip between 

a Great and a Private Man, there may be ſomething al- 


moſt equivalent to it, while there is Benificence on one 


Part, and Gratitude on the other. 5 | 
Ciro muſt be a miſerable Man, who never was; 
known to. have a Friend, even among Men. of his own: 
Degree. He is Rich, he is Great, he has Wit; any of 
theſe three Qualities, would have got another Man ei- 
ther Friends or Followers, He has not good Nature. 
Paulixus is Affable, juſt to his Word, Generous, 
Serviceable: He has no Enemies, but thoſe that are ſa 
to Virtue, and to their Country; he has Friends zan 
C=- 


thoſe of his own Rank, and Followers amongft his In 


Hors, who take a, Pleaſure in his Protection. He has: 
good Nature. 
A great Man, who has a delicate Underſtanding, can- 
not find a ſufficient Number for his Converſation among 
thoſe of his own Quality. OE: A. 
Axis r us is a great Genius for Politicks; and he 
finds among the Miniſtry, Heads capable of forming tb 
greateſt and wiſeſt Deſigns. It is with them he concertg 
what is for the Advantage of his Prince and Country. 
But he has a Taſte for Muſic, Painting, and Sculpture; 
he is perfectly a Maſter of all the fine Parts of Learning. 
He chicken to ſpend whole Days with L VCI p AS, a Man 
not of his own Quality, but one to whom Nature and 
Induſtry have given what they could give. | 
Lrcipus was born with great Advantage for Knows 
ledge; he has improved thoſe Advantages; he has a Wig: 
admirably well turned; a ſaund-and exact Judgment; 
he thinks, ſpeaks and writes with the utmoſt Politeneſs; 
and with all theſe, he has ſo much Gentleneſs in his 
Nature, and Sweetnefs in his Manners, that one ſhoulg 
love him, though it were poſſible he might be a Fool. 
In ſhort, it-is neceflary to a great Man, who wauld be 
compleatly happy, to-have-ſuch a Friend or Companion, 
NE yon tbe ak 
ing into the Company of great Men, is like going 
into the other World; you ought to ſtay till you are 
called. 4. 5 What 


. 
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66. - An Eſſay, &c. 


What Impatience have ſome People to preſs into Con- 
verſations, where it is impoſſible they ſhould be eafy.' - 
BuraLus was never Cut out for a Courtier ; why 
will he always be making Parties to dine with great 
Lords? He might have lived well with any Sort of Peo- 
ple, bating Lords. He has a pleaſant Wit; he has Hu- 
mour, and is very often agreeable in his Converſation, 
but then he is variable; he has loved and hated all his 
Acquaintance round. He is violent, a great Stranger to 
Patience, and a mortal Enemy to Contradiction. He 
would have made a notable Tyrant, and Flatterers 
would have a good Time of it in his Reign. 
If I conſider my own Intereſt, what have I to do with 
People, who take it to be their Privilege and Birth-right 
to inſult me. | 
What Slavery is it to a ridiculous Vanity, to hunt 
after the Converſation of inſolent Greatneſs! What 
Eaſe, what Peace, what Happineſs does a Man forego, 
who might be uſed as he pleaſes among his Equals, and 
yet chuſes to put himſelf upon the Rack, to make a 
Lord laugh! 45 
Great Men expect the leſſer People ſhould have that 
Complaiſance for them, as to be of their Opinion, or at 
leaſt, that thoſe, who depend upon them, ſhould ſubmit 
blindly to their Notions of Right and Wrong; this is a 
Privilege we do not allow the Prieſthood themſelves, 
and yet they derive their Authority from the Higheſt. 
We allow there is a true Reaſon of State, and a true 
Religion to be followed ; but neither all Prieſts, nor 
all States-men have right Notions of them. They would 
have the World of the ſame Opinion with the Man in 
Horace, |: v4 —_ | | 
— Nam te | 
Scire Deos quoniam proprius contingit, oportet. 
But we have an unlucky Proverb againſt them in 
Engliſb, | 
The nearer the Church (or Court) the farther from 
God and (it may be) the Prince's Service. 


Common Decency and good Manners require a De- 
ference to our Superiors, and if they have ſomething in 


— 


them inſufferable, we may avoid coming where 1 


ruin. 


with 


If one cannot bear the chattering of BABZVULus, his 
inſipid Gaiety, his perpetual ado with his Family, his 
Hiſtory of their particular Honours, his Peeviſhneſs, his 
3 and his Raillery; there is one eaſy Remedy, 
ſhun him; the World is wide enough. 

The Ambition of being intimate with our Betters, 
runs thro' moſt weak Underſtandings of all Ranks. 

Go down in the Stage-Coach with the Parſon's Wife, 
ſhe tells you of all the Sirs and the Ladies in her Coun- 
try; How often ſhe goes to ſee em, That they are 
continually ſending for her, How they breed their. 
Sons and what they give their Daughters: But my 
Lord Biſhop's Lady does not live, if ſhe is not once a 
Week at —— And one odd Thing, which you, may be, 
will hardly believe, He never went to the Aſſiges with- 


out Her. a 
So the He and She Citizen, with my Lord Mayor's 


IJ Couſin, my Lord Mayor's Couſin's Couſin. 


Beneficence ſeems to be ſo inſeperable from true 
Greatneſs, that one might, not unaptly, define it, a 
large Power of doing Good; and if the Will is not in- 
clined to the Exerciſe of that Power, it had as good not 
be, as not to be put to its proper Uſe. . | 

Why ſhould any one be called a great Man, who is 


rarely ſerviceable to others, who ſeldom does good. to 


the Worthy? But the World impoſes upon him and 
themſelves too ; they call him a great Man, and he 1s 
not ſo. : 
Neceſſity makes ſome People bow; and Fear makes 
moſt People ſtand at a Diſtance, and ſay nothing. 
The Exceſſes and Vices of great Men, ſet fatal and 
ruinous Examples to their Inferiors; and one might 
wiſh, upon this Occaſion, that their Acquaintance and 
Converſations were confined to one another. ws 
CLEon is noble, has a vaſt Eſtate, and great Em- 
ployments; he builds, buys Pictures, fine Furniture; 
he plays deep, keeps Horſes, and lives magnificently; 
he leaves a plentiful Fortune, and an eaſy Family be- 
hind him. | | 
Doxitas is a private Man, of a free and indepen- 
dent Condition; he lives like CLzoN, he mortgages his 
Eftate, he becomes a Slave, he depends upon others, he 
is undone, his Poſterity curſe him. C5 Great 
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Afflictions. 


All Human Greatneſs had a Beginning, it has ſome- 
if I am charmed 


times been founded upon Honeſty; if I 
with it, why ſhould I not rather attempt to be one of 


thoſe Great Ones, . whoſe Condition I.ſo much admire, }.. 


than be contented with a ſecond Place, a Dependance 
upon them? | . | 


There is a Virtuous as well as a Vicious, Defire of , 


Greatneſs. | 
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To the Memory of NIcHOLIAS Rows, Ei; 
By Mr. Beckingham. 


S then the Summons true! does partial Fate 
Retract ſo early, what it gave ſo late? 


Muſt the Grave chuſe ?—MuftROWE the Tribute pay, 


\And Merit moulder with the common Clay ?. 
Is the grim Tyrant then fo jealous grown; 
Strikes he at human Fame to build his own? 
Has not th inſulting Monarch Wreaths enow, 
But muſt the Robber ſtrip the Poet's Brow ? _ 
Let Nature in her hoary Years decay, 
And mellow Age drop heavily away. 
Let the dull, earth-born Populace complain, 
And ſwell the Triumphs of his gloomy Reign: 
Slaves born {or nothing, or themſelves alone, 
Die unlamented as:they liv'd unknown; 
Let theſe, proud Victor, tremble at thy Nod, 
But ſpate the Poet for the Public Good. | 
Does lacred Heat Prophetic Breaſts inſpire ? - 
Burns not the Poet's with an equal Fire ? | 
From Heay'n a joint Commiſſion can he claim, 
Hi: Soul as large, as facred is bis Name; 


Great Men have many Things, which attract firſt dur 

| Admiration, and then our Affections; and ſome People 
live ſafely, and pleaſantly with them; but thoſe who 
never converſe with them, are exempt from the Power 
of many Paſſions, and are free from the Pain of many 


Bath 


\ 
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Both univerſal Benefits deſign d, . 


To warm the Bofom; and-inrich the Heart. 
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Both ſent to govern, and to fave Mankind; 
T* unveil myſterious Truths to human Sight, 
And ſet the falſe bewilder'd Judgment right, 


Inſtructed great Ideas to impart, . 


Are we not grateful when the Lamp of Day 
Shoots forth a genial Heat and vernal Ray, . 
To blefs the honeſt Ruſtic's Wint'ry Toil, - 

And bid the careful anxious Floriſt ſmile? + _ 
Or in ſome Clime, where nearer Beams abound, _ 
And Heats immod'rate ſcorch the cleaving Ground, 


When ſome fierce Channel from the ſeven-mouth'd Nile 


Pours forth its Plenty on the Sun-burnt Soil; 


_ Cements with laviſh Streams the gaping Earth, 


And gives the hidden Treaſures timely Birth; 

Do Gifts, like theſe, our Gratitude command? 

What Debtors are we to the Poet's Hand? 

Whoſe nobler Streams in larger Currents rowl; 

Thoſe but inform the Ground, and thefe the Soul. 
Here Laurell'd Shade; thy own great Image ſee; 

To draw the Poet is to Picture Thee: 

Th' extenſive Thought, the Energy divine, 

The Flame, the Genius, and the Soul was Thine; 

Each various Note declares thy Mafter-Skill, 

How form'd to write, how worthy to excel. 

To Virtue. ſteady, to thy Country true, 

We read the Poet and the Patriot too. 

Does Liberty Demand thy loftier Strain? 

We gaze with Wonder on thy Tamerlane; 

Thro' every Scene purſue the Godlike Cauſe, 

And give the favourite Hero full Applauſe... 

When the ſhrill Trumpet ſummons him away, 

The warm'd Spectator ſhares the bloody Fray; 

In anxious 5 Soldier's Pride, 

Liſts in the War; and combats on his Side. 

How does he charm, when bounteous to Diftreſs, , '_ 

Sedate in Fight, and humble in Succeſs ? . 


A Victor, yet without a Victor's Mind, . 


He conquers not t' enſlave, but free Mankind, 


To diſtant Times marks out th' unerring Way, 
Learns Kings to rule, and Subjefts.to obey; 


Strikes 


A 
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Strikes every Boſom with a ſacred Awe, 
And ſhews the happy Age a true NASSAU. 
Or it ſome lowly Theme the Poet claim, 
Some baniſn'd Lover, or neglected Dame, 
Love's thouſand Paſſions all his Skill employ, 
The quick alternate Tides of Grief and Joy: 
How well he paints the ſad Extremes of Fate'! 
How well deſcribes th' unhappy—happy State ? 
Each conſcious Sinner does his Guilt confeſs, 
And awtul Silence ſpeaks the Bard's Succeſs ; 
So well th' expreſſive Miſeries are ſhown, 
Some tender Breaft ſtill makes the Woe its own: 
The Virgin's Cheek the moving Scene approves, 
And artleis Sighs betray how well the loves. | 
The ſcornful Nymph condemns her long Diſdain, 
And to her Arms invites her injur'd Swain. 
When ſome * fair M anton mourns her paſt Defires, 

Love's faul Embraces, and unlawful Fires; 

So ſoft ſhe pleads, the pitying Audience melt, | 
And clear the Sinner, tho' they damn the Guilt. 

The + Libertine in Lowe exults a-while 

On violated Charms and raviſh'd Spoil, 

But ſoon his Triumphs find a timely Date; 

The Villain's Crimes receive the Villain's Fate. 

But why on ſingle Beauties do I dwell, 

When ev'ry finiſh'd Scene is wrote fo well? 
When thy vatt Works are in themſelves repaid, 

And modeſt Nature owns thy happier Aid. | 

But now the Skill is loft, the Muſic o'er, 

And he who charm'd us once, can charm no more. 
Envy at laſt repents her canker'd Hate, 

And feels her Error in her loſs too late. 

To native Dutt now waites the mortal Frame, 

And nought furvives the Poet, but his Fame. 

Brave then in That; or Time, or Eavy's Rage, 

And be a LUCAN to a diſtant Age. 

Yes, facred Shade, thy Writings ſhall be read, 
'Tilleven Arts are with their Founders dead: 

Whilſt Friencſbip burns within a faithful Breaſt 

Tty. Name be cheriſh'd, and thy Worth confeſt. 
| | 5 Odlivion 

Jane Shore. f Lothario is the Fair Penitent. 
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Oblivion is the common Mortal's Doom: Tomb. 
But thou ſhalt Live when Dead; and Flouriſh in the 


— 


On the Death of Mr. Rows. By Mr. Amhurſt. 


F the Genius of the Britiſb Stage, 
Farewel, the Patriot of a madding Age; 
O ROWE! unhappy deathleſs Bard, farewel, 
Whoſe Worth applauding Theatres ſhall tell; 
Oft as thy Heroes on the Stage appear, 


Each Eye to Thee ſhall drop a grateful Tear : 


Shouts to thy Name each grateful Voice ſhall raiſe, 
And clapping Crouds in Thunder ſpeak thy Praiſe. 
Too cruel Death! that would no longer ſpare 

This great Recorder of the Brave and Fair ; 
That in one dreadful Inftant ſnatch'd from hence 
The beſt good Nature, and the fineſt Senſe: 
Too cruel Death! that could refuſe to fave 
Him that has reſcu'd Thouſands from the Grave; 
Him that to lateſt Worlds conveys the Fame | 
Of TAMERLANE and great ULYSSES” Name; 
At whoſe command departed Saints revive, 
And in his moving Scenes for ever live, 
Paſt Times return, and from the mould'ring Tomb 
Riſe up the mighty Chiefs of Greece and Rome. 
Their antient Legions rally on the Plain, 
And act their former Triumphs o'er again. 
Touch'd with his powerful Mag'c, we deplore 
The Beauteous Penitent, and Guilty SHORE. - 
GRAY, to appeaſe the Wrath of human Laws, 
Bleeds, a Fair Martyr, in her SAVIOUR's Cauſe ; 
Undaunted bleeds, and by his matchleſs Art, 
The fatal Blow wounds ev'ry Britiſb Heart. 
We mourn with beating Breaſts the greedy Stroke, 
And yield reluctant to the Romiſh Yoke: © 
Of Idols now ſucceeds a motly Band, 
And Popery pours in upon the Land; 
Rage, Superſtition, Maffacre and Blood, 
Come arm'd from Hell againſt the publick Good: 
Zeal ſets on Fire the Holy Smithfeld Pile, 
And Prieſtcraft rages thro” the trembling Iſle. 

Well has our loyal Poet ſet to View 


This direful Scene, this wonder-working Crew, A 


Ge : 


A bloody Tribe of perſecuting Elves, + 5 

That weekly damn all Chriſtians but themſelves: 

His gen'rous Soul diſdain d that vain Pretence, 

So ſhocking to the Goſpel, and to Senſe; 

And in his Scenes the graceful Marks "WY by 

Of Chriſtian Freedom, and of Chriſtian Fear. 
Firm to that noble Cauſe which fir'd his Mind, 

He never to a Popifh: Scheme inclin d; | 

Nor ſought the Favours of a Tyburn Croud, 

Whoſe perjur'd Hearts to foreign Gods have bow'd; : 

He judg'd it always an inglorious Thing 

To court their Praiſes who defam'd their KING; 

Enough for him that CONGREFE was his Friend, 
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That GARTHand STEELE, and ADDISON commend ; . 
That BRUNSWICK with the Bays his Temples bound, 


And PARKER with immortal Honours crown'd. . 
Great LUCAN now, by his unwearied Pains, . 

Breathes Roman Liberty in Engliſh Strains; 

Dying, this wealthy Pledge He left behind, 

The trueſt Pattern of his free-born Mind: 

Four Times four Ages this heroic Song 

Has lain, unlabour'd from its native Tongue, 

Which now tranſlated with. its genuine Fire, 

Shall noble Thoughts of Liberty inſpire ; . 

Cenvince the Bigot of the weighty Truth, 

And free from paſſive Chains the Britiſb Youth : | 

Too long the uſeful Work has been delay'd, 

But well that ſeeming Ill is now.repaid : 

Heav'n but deferr'd to make it more compleat, 

Not ev'ry Bard the glorious. Theme could treat, 

Not ev'ry Bard, that in mechanic Verſe-. 

Can a dull Love-tale-fluently rehearſe, 

And can in lifeleſs, jingling Lines complain 

Of the falſe Nymph, or the forſaken Swain: 


With Majeſty of Rage, and Power divine, 

To make the Engliſh like:the- Roman ſhine... 

Such muiſt-he be, as LUCAN was of old, 

His Figures ſtrong, and his Expreſſions bold, 

With the ſame conſtant Love of Freedom charm'd, + 
With the ſame Paſſion for his Country warm'd, 
Whote Veins. with. one unvary'd Tenour flow. 


Vigour of Stile, and Fancy muſt combine, ä 5 5 


Zealous and active, like immortal RQWE.. At. 


. at 1 


Poems on-ſeveral Occaſions 63 We 
At length, ye Sons of Servitude, awake, | 
And from your. Necks the ſelfiſh Burthen ſhake ;. 
Nor blindly, nor diſdainfully refuſe - - 
This laſt great Labour of the laurell'd Muſe ; 
Pay the juſt Honours to his ſacred Head, 
Nor, whom you envy'd living, envy dead: 
Againſt the Dead all Violences ceaſe, [Pence ;-- 
Great CHAUCER now, and SHAKESPEARE reſt in + 
DRYDEN no more the impious World upbraids, 
And MILTON flumbers in the ſilent Shades. 
Thou too, thrice honour'd, in that antient Dome, 
Where ſoon or late our Britiſß Laureats come; 
Where the fam'd Poets of three Ages lie, 
And to their Tombs invite the curious Eye, 
Where great NEWCASTLE, ſtill to Wit a Friend, 
To.DRYDEN bids the ſtately Eile aſcend, 
(Immortal, glorious Deed !. which After-times 
Shall celebrate in their exalted Rhimes,) 
Amongſt thy Kindred.Bards thy Bones ſhalt truſt, 
And mix in Quiet with poetic Duſt ; | 
There no feign'd Dapgers ſhall alarm thy Breaſt, 
No factious Murmurs interrupt thy Reſt; - : 
Baniſh'd ſhall be all Noiſe of worldly Things, 
Of. warring Armies, and contending Kings; 
The groundleſs Clamours of th' ambitious Gown, , 
And ALBEROMNTs Crimes ſhall be unknown, 
Pain, Loſs, and Sorrow ſhall be far away, 
_ Claſp'd in th' Embraces of thy native Clay ;. .. 
"Till the laſt welcome Trump ſhall bid Thee Riſe, -. 
Then cloath'd with Glory Thow'lt aſcend the Skies. 


A PASTORAL to the honoured Memory of Mr. + 
Row. By Mrs. Centlivre. 
Daphnis.}C EE! 40 ſee ]. beneath yon ſpreading -. 
8 orn,ů 5 
Whoſe bluſhing Berries ev'ry Bow adorn, -. 
The good Menalcas ſits, his Head reclin'd, | 
His Crook thrown by, nor ſeems his Flock to mind 
Down-from his Eyes the briny Torrents rowl, 
And mighty Grief ſeems lab'ring in his Soul: 
The Poſture ſpeaks a matchleſs Weight of Woe ;-- 
Haſte, Thyrfis haſte, the ſudden. Cauſe to Know. 
| | Thyrfos . 
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Thyrfis.] From whence Menalcas, do theſe Ills ariſe, 
Which rack thy Breaſt, and overflow thy Eyes ? 
Has from thy Ewe ſome tender Lamb been wrung ? 
Or has thy Fav'rite Heifer caſt her Young ? 
Broke are thy Folds by ſome vile Midnight Thief, 
Or is Clariſſa Cauſe of all this Grief? 
Does ſhe in Secret bleſs ſome other Swain ? 
Why, let her go, her broken Faith diſdain. 
Menalcas.] No, Thyrſis, no; a Subject greater far, 
Than Flocks, or Herds, or fickle Women are, 
Claims all theſe Tears, theſe fruitleſs. Tears I ſhed, 
Colin the ſoft, harmonious Colin's dead. | 
Daphnis.] Is Colin dead! If that ſad Tale be true, 
Then have we Cauſe to mourn as much as you. 
Colin] the Pride and Darling of the Plain, 
Admir'd by ev'ry Nymph, careſs'd.by ev'ry Swain. 
Whene'er he tur'd his Pipe beneath the Shade, 
The nodding Boughs beat Time while Colin play'd. 
The feather'd Choir about the Shepherd throng, 
And prowling Wolves ſtood liſt'ning to his Song: 
The browzing Goats from rocky Clifts defcend, 
Charm'd with his Voice, the Savage Brutes attend. 
Thyrf;s.] O, mighty PAN ! Who now ſhall chaunt thy 
And who record thy Fame in tuneful Lays? [ Praiſe? 
Where is that He, of all the Sylvan Swains, 
Can equal Colin's ſoft, harmonious Strains? 
If the dear Subject of his Song was Lowe, 
Sweet as the Hybla Drops his Verſes prove: 
If glorious Liberty the Youth aſſerts, 
How did he warm our Souls, and fire our Hearts? 
Menalcas.] Now ev'ry Maxim which the Shepherd 
Occurs afreſh, and dwells in ev'ry Thought. {taught, 
Our Flocks, ſaid he, and ſeather'd Kind produce 
Their different Offspring for their Owner's Ule : 
For us, the Wood, the Paſture, and the Field, 
Their ſeveral Grains, and various Flowers yield: 
Not PAN himſelf can our own Rights oppoſe, 
Or crop, without our Leave, one ſingle Roſe - 
A. mutual Duty ſtill on each depends, 
We honour PAN, and PAN our Flock defends. 
Thus Colin taught us ſlaviſn Yokes to hate, 
And prize the Freedom of our Rural State. 


Dafphnis.] 
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Daphnis.]- See! where the Nymphs and Swains in 

Crouds appear. 1590 
Yew in their Hands, their Brows ſad Cypreſs wear; 

In ſolemn State, ſee Two by Two they tread, 
And look with downcaſt Eyes, and bended Head, 
As if not Colin, but Themſelves were dead. 

Thyr/fis.] Hark, how the Winds in hollow Accents 
And humid Pearls diſtil from ev'ry Stone; [groan ! 
The cooing Turtles their lov'd Elms decline, | 
And Goats forſake their Fav'rite flow'ry Thyme + 
The Lambs complaining bleat, the Heifers low, 

The Ox and Weather ceaſe their Cad to chew : 
The vocal Grove laments young Colin dead, 
For him the Laurel droops, and hangs its verdant Head. 

Amaryllis.] Help me, Menalcas, help me to complain, 
To tell to Earth, to Air, and Seas, my Pain. | 
Colin the dear loy'd Colin ts no more, 

Come, all ye Nymphs, and Colin's Loſs deplore : 
For whom ſhall we our flow'ry Chaplets weave ? 
Or who ſo well deſerves the Laurel Wreath? 
Who now can point thro' all theſe Groves a Man, 
To celebrate the Birth of mighty PAN? 

Like Colin, who can Flora's 4 diſplay ? 

Or paint the gaudy Treaſures of her May ? 

Or who like him, can tune the oaten Reed ? 

Or tread with ſuch a Grace the enamel'd Mead? 
Mourn all ye Nymphs, your Tears inceſſant ſhed, 
Your Tribute's all too poor for him that's dead. 

Thyr/fis.] Wou'd but relentleſs Fate our Wiſhes aid, 

Ant give to Subſtance back his airy Shade, 

As Pluto once Eurydice of Old, 

A Tale, I well remember, Colin told. 

To purchaſe that, my Tears like thine ſhou'd flow, 

But this is fruitleſs Grief, and pageant Woe. 

Hark, Amaryllis, hark! Thy bleating Lambs 

Amongſt the Brakes have loſt their udder'd Dams : 

Haſte to retrieve them, e'er too far they ſtray, 

And fall to bungee Wolves an eaſy Prey. 18 
Amaryllis.] Why, let em ſtray, my Crook no more 

I'll hold, . | | rt AF 

My Herds no more —— no more my Flocks Fl fold, 

No more will I with Daiſy, Pink, and Roſe, 

A Garland for the Queen of May compoſe, Since 


# 
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Since Colin's gone, by whom 'twas ſtill confeſt, 
That I, of all the Nymphs, deſerv'd it beſt. 
The Winds ſhall uſeleſs prove to Fleets at Sea, 
And Flowers ſupply no Honey to the Bee, | 
When, Colin, I forget to mourn for Thee, 9: 

Menalcas.] If Amaryllis, charm'd by Colin's Verſe, 

Can ſhed ſuch Floods of Tears upon his Hearſe, 
Who then can gueſs the Pain, the anxious Throws; 
Which the dear Partner of his Pleaſure knows ? 
What Agonies of Woes rend Daphne's Breaſt? 
She, whom he lov'd, — and ſhe who lov'd him beſt! 
Methinks I hear her to her Babe complain, - 
The only Relict of her darling Swain 
The Child ſhe tells his ev'ry Art and Grace, 

And with her Tears bedews the Infant's Face; 
Whilſt the poor Babe, unknowing of her Cares, 
Cooes in her Face, and ſmiles at all her Tears. 


4. Ove, ſacred to the Memory e N. Row, 3 


Zy the Reverend Mr. Newcomb. 

FX 7 HILE o'er thy Hearſe, with fad Surprize, 
And ſolemn Grief, the Maſes mourn ; 
Permit a S:ranger's flowing Eyes 

To ſhed their Sorrows round thy Urn... 
Juſt in the Bloom of all thy Fame, 

hen to aſſert thy native Sky ; - 

Abſolves ere from Blame, 

And ſeems, as twas thy Choice, to die. 
Thus the great CASAR ceas'd to live, = 

Thro' vanquiſh'd Worlds his Eagles bore; 
Thus clos'd his Fame, when Fate cou'd give, 

And his bright Sword command no more. 
With Smiles he views the glitt'ring Blade, 

In that great Moment fond to die; 
When Rome beheld her Hero's Shade, 

But mount the fairer up the Sky. 
What penſive Muſe, now THOU art fled, - 

Shall oer * Phayſalia's Warriors mourn, - 
Whoſe Voice lament the pious Dead, 

And. kindly weep o'er POMPEY's Urn? 


; : Whoſe F: 
The excellent Tranſlation of Lucan by Mr. Rowe. 
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Whoſe ſoft relenting. Verſe ſhall ſwell 
Each Roman Heart with conſcious Woe; 
Her Genius fled, Rome's Sorrow tell, 
And CASAR dying o'er his Foe ?: 
Round his great Rivals awful Head 
He views a Glory ſtill ſurvive ;. 
Sighing * that Fame and Virtue dead, 
He cou'd not own, or ſcorn'd alive; 
Nor mingling with the God-like Hoſt, 
Who at Philippi greatly fell; 
Each Roman thanks thy pious Ghoſt, 
That ſung his Arms, and Fate ſo well. 


The Fields of Death once more to ſtain 

What future Hero will refuſe ? 

Or dying, dread One Moment's Pain, 

To live for ever in thy Muſe? 

But far, O! far before the reſt, | 

Great CATO does his Arm extend; 
And in his Smiles his Love.confeft, 

Adores thy Shade, and calls THEE Friend. - 
Well pleas'd, with ev'ry Grace adorn d, 

So like his Own, a Mind to ſee! 

And the great Homage: which He ſcorn'd 
To CASAR's Sword, He pays to THEE. 
New Tranſport does his Breaſt dilate, 

Within his Soul new Paſſions riſe; 

To view Rome's Wounds, and POMPEY's Fate, 

So kindly wept by ENGLISH Eyes. 
While taught by Thee, Britannia's Iſle, . 

His Hero's Fall, relenting views; 

He ſeems beneath his Wounds to fmile, 

And CASAR's ſelf at haſt fubdues. 
Africk's rich Deſarts in thy Strains, 

Ennoble with the Patriots Doom; 
Excel the flow'ry Latian Plains, 

And LTBIA triumphs over ROME. 

Whoſe grateful Sons to moan the Brave, 
Dieſpairing in thy Mufe are ſeen; 

Hiding each faithful Warrior's Grave 4 
With friendly Tears, and blooming Green. In 
Cæſar is reported by the Poet to have wept, when | 
Pampey's Head was brought to him in Egypt. 
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In Words like thine, had they a Choice, 
Once more above their Fate to try, 
Thus, with their laſt expiring Voice, 

Wou'd each lament his Rome, and die. 
Surprize or Joy alike to yield, 
hy various, artful Muſe was made; 
To dreſs the Warrior for the Field, 
Or paint the Lover in his Shade. 


Now in the eager Chace of Fame, 

With ſome brave Chief you upward fly ; 
Now fink, and teach ſome Virgin Name 
In ſofter Numbers how to die! 


Thoſe Forms, which to our wond'ring Mind, 


Thy Fancy paints, new Glories wear : 


While Love and Friendſhip ſeem more kind, 


And Beauty's ſelf appears more fair, 


Such Force, fair Virtue does impart, 
By Thee preſented to our View; 
It moves and melts each ſtubborn Heart, 
Her Brightneſs cannot quite ſubdue. 


While dreſt in Angels pureſt Light, 
Her ſmiling Image does appear 
Pleaſing, as Beauty to the Sight, 
Or Muſic. to the raviſh'd Ear; 


Wou'd ſhe once more her Skies forſake, 
What other Features con'd ſhe chaſe ? 
What fairer Form the Goddeſs take 
To bleſs Mankind, than from thy Muſe * 


Tranſported then with fond Surprize, 
The lovely Gueſt we ſhou'd adore ; 

And wonder how our partial Eyes 

Refus'd to own ſuch Grace before! 


Till viewing thoſe deceiving Charms, 
Each Breaſt ſubdue, we all agree, 

That Power, which thus our Souls diſarms, 
Was not her own, but lent by Thee. 


Greatneſs no more, with all her Train, 
The virtuous Mind ſhall now beguile ; 
By Thee inſtruQted to diſdain, 
When Glory calls, the Syrens ſmile, 


Soon as the tragic Tale is told, 


The Soul awhile her Ground maintains, 
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No more * Renawn and ſpecious Fame, 
Shall ſtrive Ambition's — to hide, 
Nor Honour be a treach'rous Name, 
To ſhade the Tyrant's guilty Pride. 
The brave and generous Breaſt to awe, 
The honeſt, upright Heart to gain ; 
The Coward's Hand his Sword ſhall draw, 
The Courtier's Smiles be try'd in vain. 


Againſt that Dread thy Scenes unfold, 


To arm our Breaſts in vain we try; 


We Melt, We Languiſh, and me Die. 


Each Death reſolving to deride ; 
But when the Captive tells her Pains, 
That Softneſs owns, ſhe ſtrove to hide. 


To view her Rage direct the Dart, 
Wakes in our Breaſt a kind Surprize; 

Speaking the Frailty of our Heart, | 
By the ſoft Streams that fill our Eyes. 


Eager our Souls to bring Relief, 
Swift from their op'ning Boſom flow, 
To ſooth the mourning Parents Grief, 
Or guard the ry hc the Blow. 
So lively has each Nymph complain'd, 
When Fate thy Muſe deſpairing drew 2 


That tho' we know her Sorrows feign'd, 
Yet ſtill we weep and think em true. 


Awhile we argue to perſuade | 
Our melting Eyes to hide their Woe, 
Till to their View the lovely Maid, 
| Reveals her Wounds, and bids em flow, 


Thy artful Voice, with equal Eaſe, 

Each different Paſſion can employ ; 
Now give us Pain, but to increaſe, 

And from our Grief improve our Joy. 


Who in your ſoft deceiving Strains 
With thoſe kind Conquerors agree; 
Who threaten firſt the dreadful Chains, 
Then ſet the trembling Captive free. What 
* See Monſ. Bruyere's Characters or Manners of the 
Age, publiſhed from the French by Mr. Rowe. 
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. What Raptures does thy Verte:infule, . 
When Beauty goes the Theme inſpire?! 
What Heat „ thy ſoaring Muſe, 
If Scenes of War thy Boſom fire! 
While for bright Fame, or gay Delight, 
Each Hero you alike prepare, 
Lead the fierce Warrior to the Fight, 
Or the young Lover to the Fair. 
Nature, aſtoniſt/d at thy Art, 
Caſts on thy Muſe a jealous Eye; 
Her Joys unable to impart, -+ | 
Or longer pleaſe when thou art by. 


The Artiſt thus, his Skill to grace, - 
Some beauteous breathing Form defign'd, 
Forſakes the Virgin's Cheek, to trace \ 


Features more bright in his own Mind, 
Each glowing Charm the Canvaſs fires, \ 
Does with Delight the Nymph ſurprize, 
Who owes that Beauty ſhe admires, | 0 
More to his Pencil than her Eyes. | 
What, tho? our Laurels fairer riſe, 1 
And from thy Aſhes date their Bloom, 


We pay too dearly for the Prize, 'T 
Thus ſadly purchaſed by thy Doom. 
fey, ye Gods, that doubtful Dart "In 
hich your myſterious Anger threw, | 
Shou'd give at once both Joy and Smart, Te 


Augment our Fame and Sorrow too. „ me 
Juſt ſo the Skies, ſeverely bright, | | 

Their vengeful Lightnings oft employ, 
And gild that Oak with fairer Light, 

They mean next Moment to deftroy. 


How mournful is the only Choice, 
Your Heavens afford our Breaſt to eaſe? 
Or to lament thy dying Voice, 
Or never hope our-own ſhould pleaſe. 
Thus to the Heirs of bright Renown, 
The Purple you awhile deny, 
Who, ere they boaſt the regal Crown, 
Muſt view their King and Parent die. 
| | Strange 
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'Strange, that the Glories which we claim 
From thy ſad Fate, no Pleaſures give, 
The fair Increaſe of all our Fame, 
The only Cauſe for which we grieve. 
See SHAKESPEARE's awful rew'rend Shade 
Riſing, his Fav'rite to adore! —__ 
And binds thy Brows with Laurel, made 
By Fame, to ſhade his own before.“ 
To thy Indulgence: pleas'd to owe 
The Terrors that his Muſe imparts, 
To ſwell our Eye, the Scenes of Woe, 
The moving Dread to ſhake our Hearts. 
The diff rent Fates of all that reign 
Diftinguiſh'd in whoſe Muſe appear, 
What the good Man may hope to gain, 
And what the daring Tyrant fear. 
Whoſe tragic Voice ſhall next preſume 
To fill our Breaſts with ſad Deſpair? 
Or trembling for the Lover s- Doom, 
Or anxious for the Dying Fair? 
To Tears, whoſe Sighs her Wrongs confeſs, 
Our Eyes with ſoft Compaſſion flow; 
Teaching thy Virgin's feign'd Diſtreſs, 
To give our Boſom real Woe. | 
"In vain we aſk our Reaſon's Aid, i 
8 To ſtop Our Tears, or eate our Pain; 
To view thy Fair Repenting Maid + 
Each Cheek muſt ſwell; each Heart complain. , 
O! ſooth her Anguiſh! calm her Grief! 
O!] quickly to her Refuge fly! 
O! bring the Fainting Fair Relief, 
Or with ber give us Leave to Die! 
Such moving Scenes thy Muſe unfolds, 
Conſtrain d its Anguiſh to declare; 
A ſavage Heart each Boſom holds, 
That can attend and not deſpair. 
What Wonders does thy Verſe contain, 
What Magic thro' thy Numbers flows? 
Pleas'd with our Grief, we then complain, 


Then only when we want our Woes. No * 
ange * To Mr. Rowe the Public are . fer the Life ef Shake- 
ſpeare, which he took great Pains to collect. \g 


+ Alluding to the Fair Penitent, A Tragedy: By Mr. Rowe. 


153 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 
No Eye thoſe Sorrows does refuſe, 
Thy penſive Maids Expiring give; 
Scarce more delighted, when thy Muſe 
Suſpends their Fate, and bids em lire. 
Strange that our Cheeks ſhould grieve the more, 
When you the zalling Tear reſtrain ; 
And: forizid us to deplore, 
Shou'd only give us greater Pain, 15 
Thus ee, e Lover's Hate: W 1 
A while the, Virgin's Sorrows flows” © 
Owning, to bear his 8 abate 
Her 3 painful than her Woe. 
O, may each Muſe with Sorrows meet! 
Soft as thy own, thy Worth declare; 
Since nothing but a Voice ſo ſweet, 
Can ever ſing a Fame ſo Fair. 


A ſecond Life to thy Great Daa... 
Thy kind inſpiring Numbers gaves 
| Had we that Power, the Tears'We'ſhed' T 
4 Had fell to wet ſome other Grave, 
2 Thane, like each Fabled Hero's Age 
3 Thyſelf with Virtue didit Inſpire ; 
J And acting well on Life's trail Stage, I 
4 Doſt with the ſame Applauſe FATE; 1175 34! 
. + — ?œͤ—iä6—4ẽ ᷑ P_ 
4 EriTarn on Mr. Rows, fe Tomb, intended to be e- 


refed by his Wife in Weſtminſter-abbey, by Mr.Pope. 
1 Roxue, to this fair Shrine we truſt, 
And Sacred, place by Dryden's awful Duſt: * 
Beneath a rude and nameleſs Stone He lies, | } 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide enquiring Eyes. 5 / 
Peace to thy gentle Shade, and endleſs reſt ! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in * Love, too, bleſt! 


* 


One grateful Woman to thy Fame ſupply'd 0 
What a whole thankleſs Land to his denyßd. n / 
* The underwritten Diſtich of Mr. Por x's was what originally 

evas intended for Mr. DRTDEN U Monument, viz. | 
«% This SHEFFIELD rais'd. The Sacred Duſt below 
Was DrYDEN once: The reſt who does not know ? 
„ 0 Under which a merry Wag corote this, 

MN ho does not know that Sheffield went on "Truſt, 

Io raiſe this noble Tomb to Dryden's Duit ? 
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